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PREFACE. 



The following Poems are submitted to the public 
eye, with a consciousness that errors and imperfec- 
tions abound, which might, by care and attention 
be removed ; but as they have been composed hastily, 

and at times snatched from the avocations and duties 
of life, — the Author is unable to give that attention 
to their correction which they undoubtedly ought to 
have. The question immediately presents itself^ — 
then why publish? — ^this is more easy to ask than 
to answer. Vanity, and a desire to know what may 
be said of them, may partially influence, and perhaps 
more than the Author imagines; but a great induce- 
ment was to grapple with what the Author conceives to 
be the great error of nominal Christianity in the present 
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day, namely, to rest upon forms and professions, 
instead of the vitality of all religion — the worship 
of the heart. The manner in which he has argued 
the real meaning of the Sabbath, he knows will be 
met with a swarm of fiery opponents; but it is a 

matter on which he has much reflected, and he was 
chiefly desirous in publishing, that his sentiments 
having been conscientiously formed on that subject, 
might elicit the most searching investigation. Deeply 
impressed with the high and holy character of that 
Institution, he would be the last man in the world 
to undervalue it; but having felt for a long time 
that rest was one of its objects, as well as worship- 
though of course in a subordinate degree — ^he con- 
sidered the poor as unjustly prest upon by the rich, 
in the attempts that were made by the latter, both 
in the Legislature and otherwise, to bind them 
Pharisaically down to the forms and ceremonies 
of religion, without opening their hearts to receive 

it in that) which has been revealed for the same 
purpose as the written word, — the pure and quiet 
enjoyments of nature,— in all the wonders of its 
working. The commandment gives rest to the beast. 
Most deeply to be regretted is it that the greater part 
of the labouring poor are in no better plight than 
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the beast, — ^in many respects not so good. Whilst 
this continues, at least, the Author must and wHl 
contend, that the Sabbath to such as these, whilst 
it calls upon worship as the higher duty — ^yet neces- 
sarily ought to include — as far as regards the poor — 
the objects of rest and pure recreation. If the Au- 
thor has been wrong in his notions, no one will 
regret it more than he, as there is no one who can 
value higher than he does, the glories and wonders 
of creation and redemption, which the Bible unfolds. 
The Minor Poems are also impressions, — ^hastily 
embodied, but vividly felt, — on the different subjects 
which called them forth. The sentiments of them, at 
least it is hoped, are not open to any fair objection. 
The Author, at all times, would rather have appro- 
bation for the purity of his feelings, than for the 
excellence of his compositions. The one is but the 
property of time, the other may avail when time 
shall have past away. The Author has written 
largely, as he has snatched opportunity from business, 
although hastily, and without necessary digestion. 
Should the public think well of these, — ^his first 
attempts, — ^it may perhaps hear of him again; if 
not, he will retire without much pain to his conceit, 
to that obscurity which, he feels as a Christian, is 
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quite as substantial as the most luminous fame ; — 
for the only distinction which can satisfy, is, what 
an impartial God has opened to the meanest as well 
as the most gifted, and which is equally within the 
reach of all; — that distinction which arises from 
being the faithful follower of the cross of Christ;^ 
a distinction, which is not to confer honor on ^arth, 
but immortality in heaven. 
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AU know its nothingness, yet all intent 
Its tinsell'd vanity to represent ; 
Were it the passport to another state, 
The care to gain it could not be too great 
Did it, with holy feeling, fill the mind, 
Were it for lofty sentiment design'd, 
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Let us a little range the lasts of man, 
And seek the miseries of his life's frail span ; 
Talk o'er his vices, or at least refer 
To those which chiefly agitate and stir ; 
And let ns first with money's charms begin, 
Of all, the most besetting, grov'ling sin; 
Money, the Idol, to whom mankind bend, 
What are the real benefits yon send ? 
Why should all worship what all find jejnne, 
The morning's glitter, and the froth of noon. 
Unable to secure the joys of life, 
And to Eternity of peril rife ; 
All know its nothingness, yet all intent 
Its tinsell'd vanity to represent ; 
Were it the passport to another state. 
The care to gain it could not be too great 
Did it, with holy feeling, fill the mind, 
Were it for lofty sentiment design'd, 
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Did it the kindlier feelings tend to urge, 

Upraise the poor, and passion's transport purge, 

Abnegate self, and bid the spirit soar, 

To things not transient, but for evermore ; 

Were these, or any thing Hke these, its end. 

Then might we clasp it as a bosom friend : 

The causes of these feelings let us trace. 

And grapple with the evils face to face ; 

The first that makes this yearning after pelf 

Is the engrossing estimate of self. 

This varied world of every pleasure spun, / 

We fain would think was destin'd but for one ; 

Instead of looking at the general weal. 

Our own peculiar good is all we feel ; 

And little boot we, though distress be great, 

If we have riches to adorn our state ; 

This love of self, if left without controul, 

Extirpates greatness, and degrades the soul ; 

Yet in a due subjection, is most fit. 

And e'en is warranted by Holy Writ j 

When self s made foremost, for the just and good. 

E'en by a Christian, then 'tis understood; 

But if the sensual, and the great it lusts. 

Woe be the man who to its nature trusts I 

This the first cause which enters into all. 

The after causes which to riches call ; 

For pleasure, passion, rioting, and ease, 

Are selfish all, and all, the selfish, seize ; 
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But selfishness for self we deal with first, 
Unmixed with pleasure, by no passion nurst. 
Another fruitful cause, is envy's sting. 
Oh, what a host of wants does envy bring ; 
The pomp, the wealth, the glitter, and the show. 
We see in others, these — we want to know ; 
And think that money can the boons procure, 
Who could be happy then, whilst they are poor ? 
Little they ween that with all wealth possest. 
And all they envy, there would be no rest ; 
Obtained their present lust, a void remains. 
Which money cannot fill, which bankrupts gains. 
Then passion urges on its boiling course. 
And to maintain it, sees in gold the source ; 
Thinks what a hoard of bliss it will supply. 
What mortal can its tempting influence fly ; 
Pleasure will theri with all her varied train, 
And all her silken joys her crew enchain ; 
Pleasure, to Mammon will her yote unite, 
For Money drives the chariot of Delight ; 
Ambition also sees its grasp extend, 
Its power increase, with Pluto for a friend ; 
What wonder then, if all mankind repair. 
To Money's altar, wish to worship there. 
What wonder that the state of public health, 
Is measured, in the nation, by its wealth ; 
That if the fiscal statement shew a store 
Of added riches, we desire no more ; 

3 



J 



THOUGHTS ON LIFE. 



That a great nation's judged of by its trade, 

And that if exports fail its fame must fade ; 

Is it surprising if such things we see 

In the concerns of public polity, — 

That if a man is wealthy, he's deem'd great. 

And that you mete the morals by th'estate ? — 

That virtue's, but associate, with pence. 

And to judge diffrent, is a want of sense ; 

Oh, 'tis an age of most surpassing worth 

When only gold can foster goodness forth I 

When nothing noble, nothing honor'd lives I 

Except what gold can furnish, money gives ; 

In vain Fabricius, in an early day 

E're Christianity had shed its ray ; 

Proclaimed that virtue was the good man's guide, 

And gold, was powerless to turn aside ; 

That honest poverty's a sterling prize. 

Which pow'r could move not, which could pelf despise ; 

Is it not shameful with the glorious light, 

Which since has usher'd in with fullest might ; 

That we should now, not Mammon's power out-brave, 

But own his bondage, and fall down his slave ? 

And why is this, — ^the foul prostration why, 

The Bible: only gives the true reply ! 

We fix our faith in vision up above. 

But earth, in practice, fixes all our love ; 

We say in word, in heaven alone is bliss. 

In fact, we make no other heaven, than this : 
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We breathe about the impotence of joy, 

And yet no other thing our thoughts employ : 

We say distinction is a thing of nought, 

And yet by pomp and gaiety are caught ; 

In fact, we are the creatures of pretence. 

Our lips alone in heaven, our hearts in sense I 

And whilst we pander thus, with Him who show'd 

That poverty on earth was heaven's road ; 

Wealth will be still our being's only aim, 

Sole post of honor and sole course to fame ; 

The school boy hails it in his earliest bloom. 

The youth maturer hopes it as his doom ; 

The man confirmed makes it his sole behest. 

And the old sinner hugs it as his rest ; 

Nay, do we not e'en sainted bishops see. 

Proclaim how lawn and opulence agree ? 

And reverends who sin and Satan spurn, 

Cling to its comforts, to its pleasures turn I 

How can the flocks believe possessions vain, 

When pastors covet and delight in gain ; 

How can they follow the Apostles' lot. 

When all their precepts are by priests forgot I 

By tents supported was the Apostle Paul, 

By rents the bishop's flourish, or they fall ; 

If of their due denuded, how they writhe, 

And only know of virtue, not, the tythe I 

They inconsistency as great retain 

As creeds, which preach a mystery, and explain : 
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The stern necessities of life are all, 

That, do their utmost, to their fortune fall. 

To them alas tis harder to repress 

The thought, 'cause some are greater, they are less ; 

And vainly would they know the reason why 

They are the lowly, whilst the great are high I 

Oh did they know, the mockery of joy, 

Which those they envy, harrass and annoy ; 

Did they but guess the false hope wealth holds out, 

The care, the jealousy, and anxious doubt. 

The rivalry, the keenness for out-show, 

Which those they envy feel, — and fiercely know ; 

The pangs, that finery, to feed it, feels. 

And the racked brain, which bloated pride conceals ? 

Did they but see the substance, not the ghost, 

The man they envy they would pity most I 

Oh happier far the quiet lot of them. 

Who hardly toil, from industry's fair stem. 

But still, a poorer class, invites the pen. 

Who have the form, but not the rights of men. 

Kenneird in London's crowded city dwell, 

Thousands who know not heaven, and fear not hell ; 

Oh ye, who feed the Missioners who roam, 

Have you no charity for those at home ? 

Toil for the foreigner, but surely those j 

Which your own country in such crowds disclose ; ji 

At least, a kindred feeling, from you claim, ' • 

To make them Christians, more than in the name, :j 
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Thousands there are, in these our Christian lands 
Who never heard of Christ, or his commands ! 
Thousands, whom laws, to do their duties, force, 
Without a law, to teach them duty's course. 
How many of them, doomed by law to die. 
Not knowing wherefore, and not caring why I 
Oh ! He who equal judges, in that day. 
When all the myriads meet in dread array I 
That great Inquisitor, before whose throne. 
The mightiest, and the least, are equal known ; 
Say, may He not, deem many a convict's fate. 
More fit for recompence, than the proud great ; 
Who now make laws, and freely death proclaim, 
Kill without teaching — ^murder without shame ; 
Oh I in that day, I hear the rich man start, 
Convulsed the eye, and agoniz'd the heart ; 
From his own lips, the naked truth cpnfest. 
His conscious errors, heaving from his breast ; 
Vain riches, cries he, where I placed my trust, 
To minister for pride, or pomp, or lust ! 
Oh 1 had I but dispens'd them to improve. 
And win the ignorant, by acts of love ; 
To teach them better, to good actions urge. 
Lead them to virtue, and from passions purge ; 
I might have sav'd, from most, the laws fell blow. 
And that I have not, now on me's the woe ! 
And heavy woe to those belongs of right, 
Who strive to give not to the wanderer, light 1 
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Let's banish riches for a time from thought, 
Although a charmer by which all are caught ; 
Vulgar, because all have the same desire. 
To grasp its comforts, and its joys require. 
What next, as human misery shall we trace, 
A darling passion to delude our race. 
The lust of pow'r, ambition's sateless void, 
Pleas'd by no conquest, by no surfeit cloy'd ; 
This cannot agitate the vulgar soul, 
Plac'd by position, free from its controul ; 
But seems a passion of the lordly great. 
The whim of grandeur, and the pet of state ; 
Yet how much meanness do we see compose 
This vice, selected from the scented nose I 
How little feelings mix, the great, to reach 
The heart how rotten, and how false the speech I 
Tinsell'd its outside, but a canker in, 
Its form a virtue, but its substance sin. 
Abstract its essence, and you'll see unfurl 'd 

A Devil, that would devastate a world I 
Smile, whilst it ruin'd, wheedle, whilst it kill'd, 
Knowing no equity, but what it will'd I 
This surely is not so in every case, 
The features differ, but most true's the face ; 
If by success it pampers, then the heart, 
Swells, into all the force of Bonaparte I 
E'en, in its smallest scope, its least degree. 
Because unnotic'd, from its worst faults, free ; 
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Pride, envy, lust, and selfishness, are there, 

However circumstance, may make them fair ; 

'Tis true the Almighty, in his kind regard, 

To erring mortals, has the evils barr'd ; 

By shaping, erring, wandering, nature so 

That from rank evil, general good may flow ; 

But, the best man's, best nature, never could 

To abstract virtue lead, and never would ; — 

Though time should be as lasting as 'tis fleet. 

And every sweetness, in a mortal meet I 

This love of power to party purpose leads, 

Which buckles men together for bad deeds. 

A party man once work'd the general weal, 

Regardless of his set, — and that was Peel I 

Dismiss ambition and the love of power. 

Whilst we on other human failings lour ; 

The love of pleasure, how the man it rules, 

Who sits himself in Epicurus' schools I 

Like as the bee, he sips from ev'ry flower. 

And seeks enjoyment from each passing hour ; 

Each flow'r he tastes, a bitter flavour gives. 

Each hour he spends, he feels how false he lives ; 

He pants and toils for happiness in vain. 

Each wish secur'd, but leaves behind a pain ; 

Still labors he, and thinks enjoyment nigh, 

And vain he labors, till unblest he die ; 

Oh I who would flutter thus, on giddy wing, 

Intent on Spring's bright hopes and blossoming ! 
11 
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Does not a soldier's suit to love incite, 

Without a Stirling virtue to delight ? 

Ye fair, oh are you won by powers of mind. 

Or worth, or learning, do their force you find ? 

Oh I if you knew the full effect of choice. 

Honor and virtue would but have your voice I 

Then should we see the true delight of home. 

No wish for other joys, no thought to roam I 

But now we must the modern club proscribe 

From home to tempt, to selfish pleasure bribe ; 

Take from the wife the partner of her care, 

And leave the children to a hireling fare I 

Time was when fathers knew a parent's joy, 

The girl to fondle, animate the boy ; 

Guide, without seeming, without driving, lead. 

And gently stimulate to noble deed I 

With kindness check — ^knowing themselves as frail. 

And with a fond solicitude prevail ; 

But chiefly not to fame, but good, direct, 

And teach them joy from rectitude t'expect ; 

Point out the world's false glitter, and the hope 

Which never falters on the wise man's scope ; 

Bid them but nobly labour and aspire. 

And leave results to wisdom that is high'r I 

Teach them that, if they merit, that is all. 

That mostly to mortality can fall I 

And that false fortune, flickering and vain. 

Is often sent to punish and to pain ; 
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Always to put us to severer test, 

And He who sends it knows what lot is best I 

That labor, though not followed by success, 

Has in itself its triumphs not the less I 

For joys like these men choose the selfish club. 

The morning lounging, and the nightly rub I 

What wonder, if the wives, in tender spite, 

Adopt the rout, and turn the day to night? 

What wonder Hymen in the ranks above 

Is any pleasure, but the bliss of love ? 

That sons are only anxious to be heirs, 

And daughters looking but for full purse pairs ? 

We will not now to lighter vices fly, 

But rather what we Ve dwelt upon apply ; 

If riches cannot sate, — ambition joy, 

Pleasure make happy, and if lust, destroy I 

K nothing can be bliss which earth has sent, 

Its only real blessing is content I 

Let all, whatever be the appointed state, 

The high, the humble, the depress^, or great. 

Bow with submission to his varied lot. 

And chiefly try to bear it without spot ! 

But let not this all fair exertion check. 

Without which life would be a cheerless wreck I 

Let each with diligence his course pursue, 

T'improve his state, though let him bear in view. 

He stands an unit, midst the myriads round, 

And that success by all is never found I 
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If therefore, he with every proper care 

To change position, finds he still is there ; 

Let him be thankful, let him labor still, 

The humble instrument of God's great will I 

But will content alone for man suffice, 

No, he must have a pearl of greater price I 

A happy temper, one, though cross'd, serene. 

From storms secure may pass this earthly scene ; 

But earth, to mortals here, is only given 

A road to travel in for hell or heaven I 

Vain then content, all human virtues vain, 

Unless to higher feeling you attain : 

Without the Bible and the Saviour's cross 

Merit is worthless, and our doings dross I 

Eeligion is the only plant that can. 

That ever will, make good the life of man I 

Imbibe its doctrines, on its practice feed. 

Though all things fail, you will, at least, succeed ; 

Superior to life's common lot, its joys. 

Its hopes, its fears, — ^religion never cloys ; 

Prospects may change, — ^misfortunes may assail, 

Envy may rankle, spitting all its spite. 
Sickness may weary, and false friends may bite ; 
Hopes may be withered, death itself may kill, 
Yet, yet religion lives, and ever will I 
T'will speak with matchless power in courts above, 
And lead to endless streams of joy and love I 
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Whilst upon eaxth t'will ease our every sting, 
And come what may will yet its comforts bring ; 
Comforts whHst here, transporting bliss on high, 
Where mortals are immortal, — sorrows die ! 
Yet still, with such attractions, still how few 
Embrace its doctrines, and its truths pursue I 
E'en those who do, alas, how dull and cold. 
Compared with all the hopes its joys unfold ! 
Man, eager, emulous for things of nought. 
Tickled by feathers, by a gew-gaw caught I 
Anxious for all, which when obtained, eludes. 
And pleased by every trifle that intrudes I 
Man, whose sole privilege beyond the beast. 
Besides the privilege of speech, at least. 
Is to transport his thoughts to worlds, when Time 
Shall yield its being to the great sublime ; 
He still is satisfied with things that gleam. 
The slave of sense, the conquered of a dream I 
Let him, recovering from his state of sleep. 
Assert his being, and no longer creep ! 
Embrace religion, treat it as a friend, 
His thoughts to elevate, his course to mend I 
That friend who'll usher him in awful state 
To meet the only good, the only great ! 
Oh let us then in humble pious frame 
Invoke the great Almighty's glorious name I 
Deeply repentant for our ill deeds done. 
Let us rely upon his blessed Son ; 
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With sacred awe that blest example take, 
A God made Man for wretched mortal's sake ; 
Never on human power or aid rely, 
But still pray on, not doubting a reply ; 
The good we do, ascribe it to His aid, 
For all our ill, we know atonement's made ; 
Made, certainly for those His blood who plead, 
And strive to imitate His life and deed : 
Let kindness, meekness, gentleness, and love 
Make here below, that heaven, there is above. 
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We'll seek no pinion from the Muse's plume, 
But ask the God of all things to illume, 
Whilst still on life, its joys and ills we write, 
T'amend its progress, rather than delight ! 
Eeligion, of our song, was last the theme ; 
The wise man's only joy, the worldling's dream ; 
How few the wise, most hard to state the score. 
One in a thousand, scarcely that, not more. 
Not more I why see the millions who profess ; 
No matter, still we say, not more, but less j 
And can alone the wise salvation see ? 
That's not a question for a man's decree ; 
But e'en the wisest, though they be the best, 
Will never madly on their merit rest I 
Are not works needful then ? dispel the doubt. 
They save us not, though peril's much without ; 
They're the best evidence we have on earth 
Of rise from nature into second birth. 
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But when we state few wise, you bar, at least. 
The man who wisdom ministers, the priest? 
We bar him with the whole whose life reflects 
A copy of the course which Christ directs : 
None will we bar whose life is not a stream 
Of all thQ Scripture makes its constant theme I 
If Sunday faith and week-day work agree, 
That only is the pious man for me. 
For bishops, though with Bible-learning cramm'd, 
May, if their life agrees not, still be damn'd I 
And priests who are not in their whole life kind. 
Prove that religion's only in the mind. 
The universal living must be love. 
To all below, — all equal, or above ; 
For earth, for heaven, the good, the bad, must all 
Love's feeling claim and influence install. 
Let's track a little more the path of vice. 
And see if mere profession will suffice ; 
And calmly reckon how much human .woe 
Proceeds from want of doing what we know ; 
How much from resting upon Sunday good, 
Which only on a Sunday's understood. 
Do you not then the Sabbath's duties prize? 
Most dearly, as I do the priest that's wise ; 
There's nothing on the earth so truly grand 
As the full church, revering God's command. 
There rich, or poor, the humble, or the great 
With equal favour on God's mercy wait ; 
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Pour out the soul's free offering to him, 

Worship of angels and the cherubim. 

In deep-felt penitence their sins express, 

Petition pardon, and their Maker bless ; 

In fervent hymns, with choral accents raise, 

The diapason of a heartfelt praise : 

Oh I if there's anything that can compare 

With heavenly transport, surely it is there ; 

There, where a fallen creature seeks to burst 

The chains which Satan bound him with, and curst. 

Nor do we underrate the priest of God, 

The priest in earnest, with the gospel shod ; 

The comment of his text who makes his life, 

And only knows with sin— not sinners — strife. 

There's not a nobler, not a brighter scope 

Than to be messenger of heaven's hope ; 

And earth can not a man more honor'd shew 

Than the dispenser of God's word below ; 

But honor'd though the office, yet unless 

He be the priest in heart, as well as dress ; 

Howe'er we venerate his sacred trust. 

We spurn the man, and spurn himself he must. 

His office is to win, by love to win, 

And gently draw the sinner from his sin ; 

With no unhallow'd appetite for gold. 

The cheerer, not the fleecer, of the fold ; 

Let no misguided zeal his use impair. 

But gain the convert by a lender care ; 
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If differing— difJpriDg but in points of sense- 
Firm in his doctrine, yet without offence : 
His doctrine proved alone by Holy Writ, 
Tis such who for the priesthood must be fit. 
But first, let's shew how vain do parsons preach, 
On all the miseries that proceed from speech I 
Thou boast and blast of man, the human tongue, 
How many evfls from thy cause have q)rung ? 
We will not here the casuist's guile denounce, 
Or on perverted logic's precepts pounce ; 
Nor shall the venal orator engage 
That wrath, most fitted for th' historic page. 
We will not now the horrid evils press 
Of those who vice's thoughts in virtue dress ; 
But rather on the Uttle lapses run 
Which e'en the best sue not inclin'd to shun ; - 
Yet he who would adopt the Christian course 
Must shun such evils, — ^misery's fertile source ; 
For 'tis when little wanderings begin, 
A broad free road is open'd unto sin ! 
The first tongue-wandering then we would restrain. 
Is that which gives to those below it pain. 
The arrogance that scarcely deigns to speak, 
Or speaks contempt, if silence it should break : 
What can it throw around but deep disgust 
For man, that spectral dignity of dust ? 
Can it transmit a single genial glow 
To any who within its orbit go ? 
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Must it not shew that Scripture may be heard, 
But practice never tallies with the word I 
That though humility is there supplied, 
In life a man is oft the fool of pride I 
That he whose Saviour lov'd the poor to cheer, 
The poor contemns, to prove his faith sincere I 
How can such hypocrites their cause defend, 
And be the poor man's foe, — ^the Saviour's friend ? 
How can presumptuous pride its face erect, 
To raise itself, — ^its fellow man deject ? 
But this most odious form of vice we leave. 
And go to others which more oft deceive. 
The master o'er his servant plays a part. 
With. Sunday teaching fresh'ning in his heart ; 
With language worse than that, the brute he'd greet. 
And manner, certainly, not bland or sweet ; 
.Treats fellow-man as if he were a slave. 
Which God for his own special purpose gave ; 
And never thinks that be things what they will. 
Kindness, their Saviour urged, yes kindness still I 
But may we not to natures softer go, 
To shew how vain our practice and how low ? 
Those joys of men, the kind, the lovelier sex. 
Have we not seen them scold and rail and vex, 
Not merely to their lords (I speak of wives), 
But those who have no lords, the question drives. 
Husbands are made their tempers bad to wreak, 
And who would marry, if they might not speak ? 
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Oh there is nothing like a female voice, 
When it can make a husband's heart rejoice ; 
But as no heart in chiding e^er knew joy, 
Let gentle words alone their tongues employ. 
Whether for husband, servant, or for child. 
Ever, oh ever let their rule be mild. 
With gentleness, let them rebel who can, 
But hai'shness may disgrace, not govern man I 
Whether a wife, a mother, maiden scold. 
She loses half the power she ought to hold ; 
But worse by far, she proves that Sunday lore 
May last the Sabbath out, — but lasts no more I 
Then darker comes who words repeat, to tear 
And sunder friends who well-affection'd were ; ^ 
To raise the war of discord, and increase 
Those ills our Saviour liv'd and bade to cease : 
But far more wicked those who forge the lie. 
And all Deceit's artillery apply I 
Who palter sense to give to malice sting. 
And through the words, a poisoned meaning fling ; 
Who move round social atmosphere a pest, 
And never from malignant passions rest I 
Yet these the Bible's gentle precepts hear. 
And meek, in Sabbath-dress, at church appear ! 
Oh could we all the various evils reach. 
Which tongue engenders and enacts in speech ; 
The pangs inflicted, and the peace disturbed, 
Because we revel in what should be curbed ; 
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A doubt, indeed, might rise, and more than doubt. 

If man, with tongue more blest, or more without ! 

Nay, if not guided by the Saviour's course, 

'Tis not a glory, but must be remorse. 

But these are trifling faults, it may be urged, — 

Does not God's word require them to be purged ? 

This is the real question, and if so, 

To those who practice them, comes justly woe. 

A short time since, and even in this land. 

For slightest failures from the law's command. 

Law, made by man, so impotent and frail. 

Life was the forfeit, — even now the gaol I 

If thus humanity, for lapses made. 

Gainst things of property that quickly fade. 

Think it but just that punishment should fall 

On those who're subject to their human thrall ; 

Can it be strange that that great God who gave 

A Word to live by, and a Word to save, 

Will, if we act not strictly to its law. 

On our devoted heads his vengeance draw I 

Shall we mete vengeance, and avert its doom. 

However nascent may be guilt's light bloom I 

Most merciful, our own defects He knew, 

And for our sins a full atonement slew ; 

But that atonement's valueless, without 

We strive His Type of life to carry out ; 

And let us heed that laws have thousands hung. 

Not half so bad as persons foul of tongue I 
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But not by word alone we Christ proscribe, 

The taker of oflfence,— another tribe ; 

A Christian coarse who goes to church to learn, 

Will yet come home, and. at its doctrines spnm I 

Oh how he bristles np each pious hair, 

Eesolved that not the slightest mb he'll bear ; 

The gentle hint he turns to dire offence, 

And if but doubting, you attack his sense j 

A glance averted, makes his choler rise. 

And if you look, he'll not then bless your eyes ; 

A praise to others, is a tilt at him, 

Of patience empty, and of fury brim, 

If e'en you serve him, what you do's not right. 

The gentler you, he more disposed to fight I 

Such men there are, who yet to church resort, 

Impregnate meekness, and with meekness sport I 

*Tis hard to say, which the worst Christian makes, 

The man who gives offence, or he who takes ? 

But further, he by whom the Word is sought 

Must think no evil, kindly e'en in thought. 

Oh pure Religion, elsewhere can we find, 

In all the creeds that stultify mankind ; 

A doctrine so sublime,— for man so fit. 

As that on earth, in mind, must heav'n be writ I 

No thought so flighty, no conceit so grand, 

Which does not subject to the Bible stand ; 

And genius, though for ever it endure, 

Is worse than nothing, if it be not pure. 
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Oh is it not for awful care designed, 

That God's decrees reach not mere acts, but mind 

With such a strict ordeal, can the best 

Presume upon his own deserts to rest ? 

If not, redemption, what a blessed scheme. 

And yet how oft but made a Sunday theme I 

This quickness to resent, this testy rage 

Is fast expiring,— credit to the age : 

That blood-spot, duelling, the bad man's fiiend, 

Which to the better man may death's shaft send ; 

Which gives an equal chance to hellish wrong 

As to the right, if right can e'er belong 

To any, who unhallowed, would allow 

His life to be the chance of such a throw ; 

That cursed remnant of a barbarous state, 

That beckoner to foolish honor's fate ; 

Honor, that sets itself in proud array, 

And Christ's humility would frown away; 

Oh is it not a source of wondrous pain 

This vice should start upon the Christian train ? 

The heathens never knew so foul a spot. 

Or spilt life's blood to wipe out honor's blot ! 

They bore the jibe, and sarcasm's bitter breath : 

The Christian goes to church and deals out death I 

Others there are who hear their pastors preach. 

Who teach them lessons not to overreach. 

On Sundays with the doctrine they're content, 

But all the week they spend to circumvent ; 
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No gain unhallow'd deem they from deceit, 
And if Iq trade 'tis done, it can't be cheat I 
One huge hypocrisy from church and state ; 
From priest and people, from the low and great. 
Hypocrisy, arising as it must, 
From week-day failing and from Sunday trust I 
What grievous error that one day in seven 
Should be accredited access to heaven I 
Oh rare simplicity, and yet when found, 
Despised, as if we trod on pagan ground : 
A pearl in Christian panoply most bright, 
In present Christians ever out of sight ; 
With that, and sweet humility, behold 
A very Christian,— worth his weight in gold ; 
Not the base metal, here the cause of joy. 
But what the angels in pure heaven employ ; 
The gold that rusteth not, but gives us flight 
When Death invades, to realms of endless light I 
But he who'd deck himself in Christian dress. 
Must also be kept free from fretfulness. 
Not only self, but all around, it grieves, 
And on the social home a poison leaves : 
Away from home, its hated course extends. 
And darts its fangs on those it calls its friends I 
But who can be a friend to those who make 
Joy the sad countenance of sorrow take ? 
And yet such like the Christain code retain. 
Pray, go to church, and throw around them pain ! 
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But see, the drunkard's horrid form is here, 
The slave of wine, of spirits, or of beer, 
And if it mem'ry from the brain would take, 
Of any other thing a slave he'd make I 
Conscious, reflection that he cannot bear. 
To drown life's knowledge seems his only care. 
This creature cannot even reach his church. 
But leaves it for the pot-house in the lurch ; 
Scarce any hope for such a victim lies, 
Despis'd he lives, and idiotic dies. 
But if from loathsome drunkenness we flee. 
Shall we resort to tea totality ? 
Who is it tells us where God's bounty's plain, 
'Twas given that His creatures should restrain ? 
His kind benevolence in terms reject, 
Becanse we'll not our passions' course direct ! 
Because we choose to run in dire excess. 

We say his blessings were not meant to bless ! 
The man who carries out his Sunday creed 
Will all his blessings take as he has need ; 
And he who owns that reason cannot guide. 
The totallers of tea may make their pride I 
Yet would I not those worshippers unseat. 
Who total abstinence, from weakness, greet ; 
Who know that if they sip, the sip will run 
To all the fulness of the topping tun ! 
Let them abstain, — ^but let the wise disport. 
And duly to God's mercies have resort. 
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But can we still another vice endure, 

Or shall we fall upon the epicure ? 

The man who gluts in gastronomic fits, 

And fixes fat of turtle on his wits 1 

Heavy, he lumbers his large lump along, 

And if he feeds but well, — can*t think he's wrong. 

He also goes to hear the parson preach, 

And quiet sleeps in spite of rant or screech I 

His one day's quiet piety's a store 

At least for every other day, — p'rhaps more. 

And here I would but warn against the excess, 

For eat we must, or die we must unless : 

The great Creator of this mortal state 

Intended all on man's behests should wait ; 

Not only for the body, but the soul, 

He's rich in gift, subject to wise controul. 

He never meant that anything should cloy, 

But kindly sent us all things to enjoy I 

In mind, in body, then, be temperate still, 

From both you may be wretched if you will. 

But what's the argument of all this strain ? 

That all the Sunday teaching, will be vain ; 

Unless it carries Sabbath feelings to 

The heart, — ^the every day, and makes a pew 

Of every place that man can enter in. 

So that you grapple constantly with sin ; 

That Sabbaths to a christian should be view'd. 

An ever present time, a constant food. 
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Tis true a day is wisely set apart 

For greater consecration of the heart ; 

And that it wisely, kindly, makes a rest 

From all the cares, that harrow human breast ; 

That then, should stop the fevered thirst of gain, 

And the poor servants from their toils restrain 1 

But are these poor,^ — who have their only stay 

From toil and labour, only bound to pray ? 

They're bound to pray, we grant, and may they ne'er. 

Forsake this blessed privilege of prayer ; 

But after that, may they indulge no ease ? 

Nor in the many social pleasures please ? 

Oh teach them heav'ns commandments to revere, 

Teach them their God to worship and to fear. 

To carry out to every day and hour 

Their Sunday tidings, and the gospel power ; 

But say not, that they may not have the right 

When Sabbath's duty's done — to feel delight. 

Do not their notes of merriment restrain. 

On their sole ceasing from labonous pain I 

Put on the book a statute — ^if you please, 

To say on Sundays, — Bishops, — ^take no ease I 

The rich from pleasure, if you like, proscribe 

Who all week long in pleasure's lounges tribe ; 

But what would virtuous Piety enact ? 

Pious in name it seems, profane in fact ; 

Fain would it strike enjoyment from the poor. 

And have its desecrations, still endure I 
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With coach and horses still the town distarb, 

Yet not its horses, — ^but the poor, would curb ! 

The coachman, whilst its servant, has no soul, 

But quit it, then, fit object for controul ; 

Its footman, butlers, all the gay parade, 

"Whilst in its service, — all, may fairly trade ; 

But let them mingle, with their proper state, 

The sin of trading then, can't be too great I 

Suppose no dinner on a Sunday came. 

Would Betty's church prohibit her from blame ? 

Or if my Lady left by coach in lurch. 

Would coachee be exempt by plea of church ? 

No ; — ^if respect, such laws, would wish to win, 

By self denial, they must first begin ; 

And when, on Sundays, rich agree to fast, 

And that no bond of servitude shall last ; 

Then, only then, they'll be allowed to say, 

To all the poor, on Sundays,^-only pray. 

But then, — the two-fold object, must be prest 

The day of worship, and the day of rest I 

The rich, — a day of rest have every day. 

No constant wearing drag for toil, have they I 

But with the poor, it is a different lot. 

If Sunday gives no joy, — they, have it not ; — 

Would you then from them, all the chances tear, 

And render life, a blank and huge despair ? 

A ceaseless drudgery at toil's busy mill. 

Nothing, — a life long tedium, — ^to fill ? , 
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Yes, — says the saintly sinner, let them bring 

Their joy to church, and there let pleasure spring ; 

We say so too, and join with all our heart, 

But then we say, let praying be a part; 

And, let them the remaining day beguile, 

In all that may promote the jocund smile. 

And, rather than restrain their happy course, 

First, keeping them from all polluted source ; 

Assist them, — ^prompt them, — to pure pleasure lead. 

And give them all the sportive joy they need. 

Eeligion, never can with form be fed. 

The heart must feel, — ^be satisfied, — ^the head ; 

And those who trust to pharisaic zeal. 

Can never reason and will never feel. 

They leave the substaiice, and retain the show, 

On words rely, and rarely practice know. 

Direct the poor, in all God's works to find, 

A second word, — ^revealed to the mind I 

A word, that speaks, and speaks, with vivid force, 

In each variety, of nature's course ! 

A word, but second to the one reveal'd. 

And which to human impotence appealed I 

God speaks in every fiow'r, in every breeze. 

In works stupendous, and with works to please ; — 

The little insect, and the mammoth vast, 

The gentle vesper, and the stirring blast, 

There's nothing which should meet the mortal eye, 

In which a Christian, should not God descry I — 
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This, to the poor, with all your pains proclaim, 
Teach them in everything to bless His name, 
Teach them, the Sabbath runs throughout the week. 
On Sundays, — let them God and pure joys seek I 
Not so, the rich, — who revel with their time. 
Pall on their pleasures, and their passions prime ; 
Whose only object, every day that wanes. 
Is how to crush. Satiety's sad pains ; 
Who sin embrace, and wanton upon lust. 
Careless who suffer, — joy, — their only trust ; 
We mean, that joy, which idleness begets, 
Which, if it joy — yet — feels a sting and frets. 
With these, whose only effort is to kill. 
Time's ebbing course, — ^by a besotted will ; 
On Sundays, — ^let all such be chain'd to pray'r 
Which may unchain them from unhallow'd care ; 
Take from the Ethiopian his spot, 
And make them partners of a better lot. 
But, whilst the poor, the more to crush, law tries, 
Who can pronounce its cruel edicts wise ? 
What Christian rather, who will not resent, 
Its pressure upon those — now, — too much bent ? 
Are senates, anxious for the sting t' endure. 
That laws are made by rich, to grind the poor ? 
And that they never, or but gently fix. 
On those, who play the game of politicks I 
Then let us all, by stem displeasure cause. 
These strict, yet rich inquisitors to pause ; 
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The great, regarding, of the poor's joy, sick. 
Who'd go to heaven, by being fanatick ; 
Let us, to other views their course incite, 
And let the poor both pray and take delight. 
Whene'er the duty of devotion's o'er, 
Gay let them walk, and joyfully explore : 
In all, oh let us raise the thankful heart, 
Which will religious nourishment impart. 
For all, in every case, the heart should raise, , 
The poor and rich, in universal praise. 
Encourage this, and let this never fail. 
Then will religion genuine prevail I 
Eeligion, us'd not as a Sunday plant. 
But morning, noonday, and our evening want. 
There's nothing that oh human fate can fall. 
Which does not praise encourage and forestall ; 
The life which makes us, — was it our desert ? 
How did w& merit — creature from the dirt I 
The varied intellect and wondrous frame. 
Do they not, ordy^ God's good will proclaim ; 
The thousand sources from which joy doth spring, 
Do they not signals of his mercy bring ? 
Each one as well might be a source of pain. 
Then every joy should grateful feelings train ; 
And does not every grief that rends the heart, 
If well receiv'd, its antidote impart ? 
Are they not all by gracious pow'r design'd, 
To raise from earth and purify the mind ? 
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And all this wond'rous earth so richly deckt, 

To give man comfort and make man reflect ! 

How many things contrived, each sense to sate, 

And every sense, by matchless pow'r create ; 

The seasons, each their varied pleasures yield, 

And all creation made for man a field ; 

Each art, each science, still his skill invites, 

Insures his comfort and his mind delights ; 

So wisely ordered, that where science spreads. 

Upon its progress, — comfort always treads I 

How rich the sweet restorative of sleep. 

Which all our senses in oblivion steep ; 

Which typifies that rest, which death shall make^ 

Until an awful resurrection wake ! 

How beautiful the rich and glorious sun, 

Eejoicing in the race earth has to run, 

The moon, the stars, what chroniclers sublime. 

Of heavenly care, for fugitives on time ; 

The little birds, what melody they bring, 

And how they prompt, our God, in praise to sing I 

The animals with various instincts blest. 

The sea, and all that in it is possest ; 

The earth, delighting with its hill and dale. 

And flow'rs to please the eye — ^perfume the gale ; 

The thousand wonders in the earth that teem, 

The thunder's rolling, and the lightning's gleam ; 

The peaceful calm, — ^the sea's devouring grasp ; 

The whirlwinds wasting, and the earthquake's gasp ; 
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The sense of beautiful, which man but knows, 

Which beams from nature, and in each art, glows ; 

Gt)d's providence which keeps us and sustains. 

Our food providing, and our shield from pains ; 

Our fine capacity to look above 

And worship, the great Author of such love ; 

Imagination's wandering, gay, romance, — 

Its quips that glisten and its quirks that prance ; 

But who can all His wond'rous works repeat. 

In which sweet mercy, and all goodness, meet ; 

And should they not, to every mortal show. 

What joys above, — ^when such there are below ; 

With what surpassing glories He will fill. 

Those who on earth are subject to His will ; 

And does not every work demand our praise ? 

Our wonder kindle, and our worship raise ? 

But, if creation calls such ardent thanks. 

How much more worthy praise, — Kedemption ranks — 

That blessed scheme, oh too sublime for thought. 

With how much mercy, how much goodness, fraught. 

Rebellious nature, doom'd to endless woe, 

Traitor to love, — its great Creator's foe. 

So utterly polluted and debas'd, 

Gk)d's image tainted, and the soul disgraced, 

Oh who could hope, such danger to repair. 

And the appeal from injur'd Justice, — ^where I 

No power but Deity, the wound could heal, 

And God himseK to God became th' Appeal I 
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Angels, in heaven, struck with an awful joy, 
For such a scheme,— eternal praise employ ; 
And man on earth, with endless joy shall sing, 
The glories which from Christ's atonement spring. 
Oh then, let poor, let rich, let low, let great. 
In constant praise employ this present state ; 
Let them, in all things see, creative power. 
And to thanksgiving, yield each passing hour. 
'Tis praise and thanks, will more than all exalt, 
And more than all, preserve from sin's assault ; 
Each passing minute, yields a potent claim, 
For calling on God's great and glorious name 
Praise then His name His constant goodness praise 
And still fresh Paeans to his mercy raise. 
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POEMS. 



BIBLE GOD'S GIFT. 



When one reflects how various is mind, 

How devious, and how wrought upon by sense. 
That in the strongest often do we find 

To sound deduction, absolute offence ; 
When we consider all the different hues 

Which social feelings and demands present. 
How passion, with its various tints imbues. 

And pleasures pall upon and circumvent ; 
Could we in reason give our credence to 

A flesh dependence, that at best is weak, 
How must we then a Pope's dictation view. 

Or how can we a priest's opinion seek ? 

As the sole right to guide us then how fit 
That a kind God should send us Holy Writ. 
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HEAVEN MAN'S HOPE. 



There's nothing here on which we feast for pleasure 

That can a lasting happiness impart ; 
And till we turn thoughts heavenward there's no treasure 

Can stay the dreadful gnawings of the heart ; 
Nor pomp, nor rank, nor glory, riches, power. 

Beauty or genius, phantasy or wit. 
Unless to God these accidents we tower, 

Can make a halcyon in man's bosom sit. 
E'en in the most successful there's a sorrow — 

A hidden canker, leading to despair. 
And when the gayest merriment we borrow, 

We can't escape within, the bite of care. 
Earth then at best is only vapid leaven. 
And nought can ease the soul of man but heaven. 



CHEIST OUR STRENGTH. 



If heaven's man's refuge, surely he should shew it. 

And not be occupied alone by earth ; 
Our souls should look on high, and though all know it. 

How few can give a heavenly feeling birth. 
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What is it binds us to the things that perish — 

The vanities that all must know are vain ? 
Why do we not our soul's aspirings cherish, 

And appetites of worldly sense restrain ? 
Overtopping evil still we find impel us, 

E'en when our purpose would lead on to good. 
And does not this in striking language tell us 

That human agency is Satan's food ? 

Yes, thus we find it, till set right, at length 
We lose our weakness in our Saviour's strength. 



ON THE POPE EXCLUDING THE BIBLE. 



The Pope who rules by lying, would exclude 

The word which God in loving mercy sent, 
And says that 'tis not, for the unlearned food, 

And only for the knowing priest was meant. 
Was Jesus not the Saviour of the meek. 

And did He not to them his scheme proclaim. 
And did He not whilst here the humble seek. 

Forbidding Pharisees his aid to claim ? 
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His word and works are to the poor a right, 

And by the simplest may be understood, 
If only they petition heavenly light. 

And purge their hearts from evil nnto good. 
'Tis nothing therefore but foul priestly pride, 
Which from the poor God's sacred Word would hide. 



THE REASONS OF EXCLUDING THE BIBLE. 



Oh in his generation wise, the priest — 

The Bible proves his principles untrue 
He knows the simplest, if he reads, at least. 

The falsehood of his fallacies may view. 
Mass and confession, mummery and lust 

And supererogation — man's device, 
Indulgencies and all his fancies must 

Be swept from the deceived in a trice. 
The simple majesty of Holy Writ 

Must strike the inmost feelings of the heart. 
And banish all the stuff of human wit 

Which only dross and emptiness impart. 

Open its leaves, the sacred volume read. 
And priest religion never can succeed. 
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DOCTRINE OF DEVELOPEMENT. 



TRADITION. 



Tradition the invention of proud man 

And although proud sprung, wicked yet much more I 
Oh ever since thy coining false began 

What bitter fruits have Christians to deplore. 
That sweet simplicity, the Gospel spoke, 

That deep humility its accents bore. 
Oh these, how sadly have they both been broke 

Making what's sound — a pestilence and sore. 
Priestcraft, ambition's bloated servant, this. 

Of Christianity has gnaw'd the core. 
Causing the ignorant, its fruits to miss. 

And opening to deceit a ready door. 

Judgment above will lash with fearful rod 
These vile false coiners of the word of God. 



THE DOCTEINE OF DEVELOPEMENT. 



Developement, thou newly-fangled word 
To nourish priestly pride and pow'r designed. 

In Apostolic periods never heard, 

Which in the Scriptures nowhere can we find, 
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INFALIBILITY. 



Why at this distant time art thou preferred 

And why have being from a church reformed ? 
'Tis 'cause reform has but too gently stirr'd, 

And not at priestly arrogancy storm'd, 
When Bishops with the love of riches err'd, 

Pure gospel notes, their practice, gave the lie, 
And therefore to those worldlings it occurred 

Some hidden unknown doctrine to descry. 

Scripture read plainly must their courses scout, 

How can they do, Developement, without ? 



INFALLIBILITY. 



Oh Church of Eome, infallible by claim. 

You yet by Pope, by council, and by creed, 
Have prov'd infallibitity by name 

To be most frail and fallible indeed 
You more than Peter's attributes proclaim 

Who yet profess to sit on Peter's chair : 
When Christ rebuk'd, he wept, overcome with shame. 

He knew how weak all human vessels were. 
How then can you who build upon his fame. 

And who with monsters, not with men, have rul'd. 
Say that Perfection from such monsters came 

And hope the world will by your lies be fool'd ? 
Infallibility is God's alone. 
Who else shall claim it, — seeks to mount his Throne. 
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SUPEREROGATION. 



PUSEYISM. 



What is a Puseyite ? one who thinks that God 

Has left his Word reveaVd for man to mend ; 
And though despite conceit, a very clod, 

Presumes advance on Holy Writ to vend. 
Who thinks our Saviour never knew his aim. 

And gave a Gospel for one passing race. 
And that Christ's precepts his amendments claim. 

Though nature has put on no different face. 
He's one whose pride revolts from any Pope, 

Because a Pope himseK he'd be to all ; 
And yet if you deny his practice scope^ 

Is ready into papacy to fall. 

'Tis Protestant in Koman clothing drest 
An English Churchman with a Koman vest. 



SUPEREKOGATION. 



There's nothing more self-evident to all 
Who can their own innate convictions scan. 

Than that the very best does frequent fall. 
And sin is but convertible with man ; 
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CONFESSION TO PRIESTS. 



Leave out bad actions — ^who can live without ? 

And only reckon up the sins of thought, 
Can any having reason make a doubt, 

That he is utterly depraved and naught ? 
If we could work our own salvation, vain. 

The great Oblation which for us was paid. 
If no one, therefore, can himself sustain. 

From whence can good and surplus works be made? 
It follows. Supererogation is a lie 
Which does Christ's full atoning blood deny. 



CONFESSION TO PRIESTS. 



Confession to the priests, whose lives are foul ; 

And absolution, from frail sinners, take ? 
The sun's full rays less hateful to the owl 

Than doctrines such as these to those who slake 
Their thirst for holy things in Holy Writ, 

Who would confession, join with living pure ? — 
The very thoughts confessionals admit 

Are those which holiness cannot endure. 




MONKS AND NUNS. 



The heart's sad miseries can be His alone 

Who knew its viciousness, and sought its cure. 
Confess to Him the sins He did atone, 
And who can make alone our calling sure. 
Oh man confession, thou hast been a pest, 
The priest's creation and the Devil's nest. 



MONKS AND NUNS. 



Oh ye ascetics, whether monk or nun. 

What made you from the social circle fly ; 
From man and all his accidents to run ; 

And, as regards the world, before death, die ? 
The gracious gifts around you, why refuse ; 

The life to live with fellows, why seclude ? 
Avoid the evil, but the rightful choose. 

And do not shirk the use of moral food ; 
The mind was meant for trial, and the heart 

To purify itself, must touch the fire. 
Who has the remedy, must feel the smart ; 

And heaven will earthly victories require. 

Come from the cloisters and the nunneries then. 
And share the strife, for future joys, of men. 
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THE PASSIONS AND MAN. 



VIRGIN WORSHIP. 



Who pray the Vir^n, blessed but not free 

From the accursed consequence of sin ? 
Who to the saints, unholy bend the knee, 

As if a pardon from them, they might win ? 
Surely no child of reason, but the dupe 

Of those who gainful superstition wield, 
And for its purpose, to all acts will stoop. 

Quoting the Bible falsely, as their shield. 
Who would assert the soul could safely raise 

To any other than to God its prayer ? 
None, who the sacred Word of Christ obeys 

Who rests his only hope of refuge there. 
The Virgin Worshippers degrade the Son, 
And those who trusted saints ne'er saintship won. 



THE PASSIONS AND MAN. 



Happy the man who can his passions curb, 
He's like a horse which gently takes the rein, 

No whip, his rampant humor to disturb, 
No pulling, his unhappy mouth to pain ; 
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PRAYER. 



But he who has no virtue in his soul 

And in his reckless nature wanders free, 
He's like ^e steed impatient of controul 

And whip and spur must be his destiny. 
His pleasures draw him here-r-then start up stings, 

His passions lead him on, how rife the thorns, 
Ambition goads him, that, its sorrows brings. 

And riches tempt yet virtue strongly warns I 
How wise, each bane, an antidote presents ; 
If goodness will not lead, then pain prevents. 



PRAYER. 



There's nothing in this wide world half so free, 

So open unto all as may desire. 
As in sweet prayer to drop the bended knee. 

And in meek accents to our God aspire. 
The guiltiest wretch that ever curs'd the earth 

Had still the blessed privilege to pray, 
And e'en to him might prayer have given birth 

To that which might have taken sin away, 
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AN INVOCATION. 



Could it have made him on his Saviour rest 

Could it but teach him to, his Saviour, trust 
Make him for all his past misdeeds distrest, 
And humbly seek the pardon of thrall Just 
Justice would take the form of mercy mild, 
Itself by Christ our Saviour reconciled 



AN INVOCATION. 



How glorious beams the orb of day, 

What freshness fills the wak'ning morn. 
The gladsome birds, how happy they 

Whose notes their Maker's praise adorn ; 
The flowers deal fragrance all around 

The trees their gayest vesture wear ; 
The lively insects spread the ground. 

And all is rich and wondrous fair. 
Were these the blind effects of chance ? 

Their various wants, does chance, supply ? 
The fool can only this advance, 

The God who made them, makes them die ; 
And is it so my soul with thee 

Let God then be thy chiefest thought ; 
And think of heavenly extacy 

Which God by Jesus Christ has brought. 
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A PRAYER. 



He has a realm of boundless joy 

Where pain and sorrow are away, 
Where time or fulness cannot cloy, 

Or night disturb, one endless day. 
Let all the riches then He gives 

For thy enjoyment here on earth 
Create a gratitude that lives 

Till thou achiev'st thy highest birth. 



A PRAYER. 



To Thee, oh Lord, oh let my heart 

With joyful wings ascend ; 
Thy heavenly influence impart, 

Do thou my ways amend ; 
Let every thought be fix'd on Thee 

Thy goodness, mercy, love, 
And with thy laws my deeds agree 

My hopes look up above. 
Oh let my Saviour's sacrifice 

Be ever in my thought. 
Let me not be the slave of vice. 

But by his way be taught. 
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THOUGHTS ON SELF. 



Let Mammon not engross my soul, 

Let empty honors quail, 
Let heavenly joys earth's thoughts controul. 

And no vain wish assail. 
Let meekness be my constant guide. 

And kindness ever rule. 
Shew me the folly of all pride, 

That passion makes the fool. 
Let me see vanity as vain. 

Distinction as a lure. 
Grief very often here a gain. 

Time's emptiness to cure. 
To things* above direct my sight. 

Let every praise be given. 
To Thee the source of all delight, 

Whose greatest joy is heaven. 



THOUGHTS ON SELF. 



I WOULD be right, yet err I still, 
And still do wrong however my will. 
In vain I passion's power would rule, 
In vain be wise — I play the fool : 
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THOUGHTS ON SELF. 



I see the world an empty show, 

And yet with worldly pleasures glow, 

That pride is wind, and pomp is weak, 

But still I pride and pomp would seek. 

That fame's a shadow, rank a name. 

Yet winning's to me rank and fame ; 

That life's uncertain, yet I cling 

To life as t'were the only thing; 

The dear domestic joys of home 

I fancy these will never roam. 

And yet I know that these are loans, 

Which sever'd, — ^leaves but tears and groans ; 

Biches I know are poor, and fly, 

But Manmion still attracts my eye. 

Pleasure its silken net spreads out. 

How fleet I know, how fall of doubt. 

And yet to pleasure how I hang, 

As if t could last and leave no pang. 

Learning I covet — ^genius too, 

Desir'd by all — ^possest by few ; 

And yet I know that even these 

But whistle like the summer's breeze ; 

What is it thus that makes me pine 

For things that only could be mine. 

Could I insure them, — ^for life's minute — 

Life that has nothing stable in it ; 

And this I doubt not is the case 

With most of all the human race, 
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THOUGHTS ON SELF. 



They know how fleeting, false, and frail 

Is everything in nature's pale ; 

And still they cling with stubborn clasp 

Such hollow nothingness to grasp : 

And so since first the world began, 

Has been the lot of fitful man ; 

And so alas it ever must 

While clings it to its kindred dust ; 

Does not this prove the human soul, 

Itself, unable to controul 

The passions that within it glow. 

And which all happiness overthrow ; 
Does it not prove that we want aid. 

And that we must b o o 'er betrayed 

If on ourselves we would rely, 

Beflecting not, that we must die. 

And that the brightest things we leave, 

Are left for others — to deceive, 

As we have been deceived before 

By riches, beauty, rank, and lore j 

It proves.all this — and are we left 

Of true joy lost, of hope bereft ? 

No, for our blessed Saviour came 

A glorious message to proclaim, 

That he who sought by prayer might find 

An aid to guide his erring mind ; 

His Holy Spirit He has given 

To all who'd walk through earth to heaven. 




FALSE JUDGMENT OF MEN. 



With that to strength the inner man, 
What he would do, in prayer, he can; 
And with reliance he may trust 
To be religious, good, and just ; 
To carry out his noblest thought. 
And walk earth holy, as he ought ; 
Without it, vain the power of man. 
Worthless he'll be— do all he can. 



FALSE JUDGMENT OF MEN. 



How strange our Judgments are, they put a price 
On virtue, morals, soberness, and vice, 
And reckon all things — even wit and sense. 
By good broad acres or by sordid pence — 
An honest man the other day described 
Vice as he thought it, not by fashion bribed ; 
And speaking to another told his mind 
Of one whom nothing pure or just could bind, 
With hearty virtue aptly dubb'd him rogue. 
When his companion spoke the rule in vogue ; 
What, call that man a villain, blood and hounds, 
He*B worth at least one hundred thousand pounds? 
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HONOR, NO REFUGE. 



SOME TRUTHS. 



Politicks are jolly tricks, designed but to cheat, 
They tickle the fickle, and interest treat ; 
Most wordy and sturdy to make it appear 
That the splutter they utter is pure and sincere ; 
They gabble the rabble, to make them believe 
How purely and surely, they promise, and thieve ; 
They flatter and spatter the poor and the weak. 
And show all that know all, their own 'tis they seek ; 
The weakest and meekest are caught by their glare ; 
Their talking is baulking, and ends in despair. 
The confiding are hiding their faces with shame. 
While placemen embrace men who virtue but name. 
How long then among men will such tricks prevail ? 
And professing expressing, integrity fail. 
Prevailing not foiling, they ever will stand. 
Whilst lying, here's high in — and curse of the land. 



HONOE, NO REFUGE. 



Loose is that man who is by honor rul'd. 
Honor, in fact, is simply, morals fool'd ; 
The ancients taught us how far this would go ; 
Lofty in promises, in practice, low. 
There's nothing human folly can controul ; 
Not man, but only Christ, can save the soul ; 
Do all we can, from purity we stray. 
Our Saviour's merits take our sins away. 
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WIT AND WISDOM. 



WIT AND WISDOM. 



Wit is the lightning's flash of glowing mind 
Which hits, and only then its force we find ; 
Wisdom's the fertilizing flowing rain 
Which gives the fruit, and vegetates the grain : 
The one's the phosphorus that shines at night. 
And wants a contrast to reveal it bright ; 
The other, like fine gold, preserves its state, 
Pure in its value, solid in its weight. 
Wit is the meteor's evanescent blaze, 
Wisdom's the sun's enduring glad'ning rays. 
Wit, like a spark, emits a flashy charm. 
And wisdom, like a genial fire, keeps warm. 
Wit, like all brilliant things, is merely show ; 
But wisdom teaches what we ought to know. 
Wisdom's to wit, as com is to the chaff; 
One yields us food, but wit the hollow laugh. 
Still wisdom is conceit and earthly dust. 
That but supports itself on worldly trust ; 
For nothing can be wise, which does not found 
Its final, brightest hopes on heavenly ground. 
Earth wisdom merely, will but yield a sting. 
To give it value, you must raise its wing. 
The dove must make the serpent slime ascend. 
Before e'en wisdom can be made a friend. 
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A PATTERN FOR MODERN POLITICAL RISING. 

A PATTERN FOR MODERN POLITICAL 

RISING. 
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With impudence that nothing will repulse, 
And apathy which slight will not convulse ; 
A ready tongue, by no right shame restrain'd ; 
A head that's hard, by knowledge not o'erpain'd ; 
A bold assurance, that as his will seize 
Whatever he thinks is likely power to please ; — 
But chiefly one, who all past things defies. 
And in new nostrums comprehends what's wise ; 
Who careless of what's made his country great. 
Will filch from people, and will give to state ; 
Prescribe a plan, and throw a crafty net 
By which the government may places get ; 
Concentrate power, and under saving's curse 
Give lords the right to patron and disburse ; 
Take from the people all the power to rule. 
Which hitherto has given them thought to school. 
And rightly regulate the larger wheel. 
As little powers the larger use reveal ; — 
These are the qualities we've now in vogue. 
And these are sure to raise the crafty rogue. 
No matter what his life, or what his state, 
If this the course he takes, he must be great. 
To titled honors e'en may lend his name. 
With chiefly vulgar bluster for their claim. 
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A PATTERN FOR MODERN POLITICAL RISING. 

But rank and honor p'rhaps were never meant 
The wise and philosophic to content, 
Were rather more by Providence designed 
To shew to such, that here, we're not to find 
That certain measuring out of strictest right, 
Which only can consist in perfect light. 
But we would warn our country not to part 
With that which hitherto has been its heart ; 
And circulated round a pure heart's blood, 
By which its strength has been, its health has stood. 
Let not a penny feeling prune the wing, 
Which in its flight can so much blessing bring ; 
Which has secur'd our freedom, sav'd our laws. 
Fixes our rights, and all our feelings draws. 
'Tis by the right which public vestries hold. 
To tax, talk nonsense, agitate and scold. 
That all the higher powers to rule are nurst. 
As wisest statesmen must be children first. 
And if you once give up your right to meet. 
Debate assessment, and of payment treat, 
Ck>mplain of hardships, give the honest vote. 
And all the governance for order, note, 
Tou'U throw away the rudder which has kept 
Your rights from being swampt and overswept. 
And you, oh parliament, who blindly join 
These rash incursions on free vents to coin. 
Because in fancied concentration, you 
Pretend more force, and less expence to view. 
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A PATTERN FOR MODERN POLITICAL RISING. 

• 

Oh might not the same judgment, if pursued, 
On even thy dread sanctity intrude ? 
And might not tyrants on that reason seize, 
To seal your doom, and their ambition please ? 
You are not always wise, nor always thrift, 
And if you stood on this, you'd surely drift. 
The nation knows your faults, but then it knows 
How far your merits overbalance those ; 
But tyrants, who regard you as their bane. 
May hold the precedent you make, not vain ; 
And shew that if to centralize be best. 
True concentration is, one royal breast. 
In truth, in politics we only can 
To excellence approximate a plan ; 
And if because, not perfect, we proscribe. 
There's not one law will stand in all the tribe ; 
Unwise it must be then to trench upon 
The outworks, which security has won. 
Which kindle freedom, order, and debate. 
Improve the people, and reform the state ; 
And with a microscopic ray reflect 
The great resolves that the great house direct. 
K men are not accustomed to rely 
On that which, little governments, supply, 
Their greater duties take them by surprise. 
And can you wonder that they act unwise? 
Prepare their mind, invigorate their thought, 
Or what they do will be effete, worth nought ; 
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A PATTERN FOR MODERN POLITICAL RISING. 

Tbeir schemes delusive, theoretic trash, 

Their actions folly, and their counsels rash. 

So have we seen that practice must prepare 

The people's tree, before it fruit can bear ; 

If not, it blossoms, but to win the eyes, 

And by an axe, with kingly cutting dies. 

But England, thou of Europe only left 

Without of glorious freedom being reft, 

Canst thou not see, the prop of all thy might 

Is, by self-government, men learn their right ? 

And if it should by a few pence exceed 

The concentration which of late's decreed, 

And if it be in wisdom slightly less. 

Would you for this a nation's mmd repress ? 

Forbid it reason, senators forbid. 

And nourish thinking, as your fathers did. 

Let concentration which is but the tool 

To feed the hungry pack of men in rule. 

No longer flourish in that glorious place. 

Which from self-government takes all its grace — 

We mean the parliament, which let it gag 

But once the people, will too surely flag ; 

For parliament, not founded on the free — 

The thinking free — ^wiU soon sink down and flee ; 

And who can think, who has not power to act, 

By placemen muzzled, and commission packt. 
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GREENWICH PARK. 
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Even Id London's skirts there is a place 

Where London's din and turmoil we may chase; 

Where in a quiet dell, with sylvan ease, 

We may life's feverish appetites appease ; 

Or on the bolder landscape urge our way. 

And Thames, with all its opulence, survey. 

If these delight not, we may take our ken 

Of all thy amplitude, thou herd of men, 

Great England's great metropolis, and fear 

Lest thou with all thy greatness, disappear. 

And like another Nineveh may sink. 

To learn vain man on his vain works to think. 

'Tis but a cockney spot, and yet it beams 

With rich variety of country dreams. 

And to the Londoner imparts a charm ; 

Sweets his fagg'd toil, and gives his heart a calm. 

'Tis Greenwich park which courts my Muse awhile, 

A Muse despising the patrician's smile ; 

Oft have we seen embosom'd in some shade. 

The father, wife, and children here convey'd 

To ease the edge of appetite, they share 

The basket's well-fill'd store of humble fare ; 

And though they steep not in besotting drink, 

They quaff enough to make them gaily think, 
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GREENWICH PARK. 



And sally in exuberance of joy, 

In rural sports, their moments to employ. 

No despot's revels with a nation's wealth. 

Can purchase such accessories of health ; 

And all his arts and all his means are vain, 

Such thorough in-draught bursts of bliss to gain. 

Oh how my heart has throb'd with keen delight 

To view this stream of joy till darkening night 

AH envious of hilarity has cast. 

Its shadows on such scenes, too bright to last. 

In vain its worshippers in halls, will try 

In pomp and splendour, such effects to vie ; 

And birth and beauty, rank and wealth will fail 

To give one half the joys which there prevail. 

It is a duty then, they owe the poor, 

That comforts like to these, the rich secure. 

That nature, which is universal, may 

All jarring thoughts of varied fortune stay ; 

And that the Almighty's purest gifts may shed 

A ray by which the beautiful be fed 

In that poor mind, which little has to gild. 

But yet which on God's works may always build. 

Oh who can tell what blessed thoughts have, spring, 

From nature's glories and bright wantoning ; 

How many souls may burst their grovelling core, 

By having nature's wonders to explore. 

And pious, turn, from them, to God who made, 

And catch from that a bliss that will not fade. 
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GREENWICH PARK. 



Who ever felt the beautiful, without 

The heart's upheaving, or the grateful shout ? 

Where it prevails, it must be more than brute. 

When human nature stagnates, and is mute. 

Nay brutes themselves, andflowers and trees break forth. 

In conscious feeling of a Maker's worth. 

The hills rejoice, the valleys laugh and sing. 

And universal nature's praises ring. 

Ye rulers of the poor, 'tis yours to give 

Such pleasant scenes, to make such feelings live ; 

And well is treasure spent to make the heart 

A throne where holy joy shall play its part. 

Oh, talk of sermons, — ^nature's glories break 

With far more force, and more emotion make ; 

And though not superseding, yet prepare. 

And fitly suit the glowing heart for prayer. 

But Greenwich park we choose to introduce, 

A tale of wrong, which still may be of use. 

A man, a poor man, therefore on whom power. 

May, without peril all its insults, shower. 

Was bom within it, pass'd his boyish days. 

And on his father's death, took up his ways ; 

Was made a keeper, and inherited 

What had before the father's children fed ; 

Till nearly seventy all these things he held. 

Doing his duty so that none excell'd, 

And not a single murmuring was rais'd, ' 

From boyhood, e'en to tottering weakness prais'd ; 
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When sudden comes a fiat, which suspends 

All his enjoyment, and his comfort ends. 

Oh, says rude Power, who can the thought endure, 

That rights like these should ever wait the poor ? 

A living scandal that a humble man 

Should live on thus, because he thus began. 

The first beginning was a flagrant crime, 

A right for poor was never known in time ; 

At seventy then, this man, without regard 

Is left, with no redress, to pittance hard. 

Now turn the case — a princess also dwelt 

In Greenwich park, and all its beauties felt ; 

She coveted, as princes sometimes do, 

A slice of what was public hitherto ; 

And as the great do seldom covet what 

By hook or crook cannot at once be got, 

A piece of land was given, with this tackt on 

That it should be restored when she was gone — 

She died — ^a nobleman was ranger made ; 

Can he that's noble let a promise fade ? 

Or can our rulers who are so severe 

In the same park, and to the poor appear 

As stem inflictors of unerring right, 

AUow a promise to be smothered quite ? 

They can, and do, and noble blood enjoys 

What truth forbids, and public right destroys ; 

But so it is, and earthly justice, freaks 

When to the poor, or to the rich it speaks. 
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SLEEP. 

The poor it always freezes with its touch, 

And cannot e'er excuse the rich too much. 

For property and rank the laws were made, 

The poor are only treated with their shade ; 

On all that's great and powerful they smile. 

But scourge the meek, the impotent beguile. 

The noble, therefore, by the powers that be. 

Enjoys the public ground, untouched and free. 

The poor and weak is of his substance reft. 

With no one to prefer his hard case left. 

Thus Greenwich park assumes the sage, and shows 

In life's vicissitudes, how justice glows ; 

Its courses devious, as its objects change, 

A friend to rich, to poor it's ever strange. 

They call it justice, is it not a cheat ; 

The statesman's tool, and wicked world's deceit ; 

So life goes on, an idle vapouring breath. 

But all these things are rectified by death. 



SLEEP. 



Oh sleep, thou soft extinguisher of sense, 
Until again God lights the vital pow'r. 

What vast beatitudes thy calms dispense. 
And how God's mercies e'en in torpor tow'r I 
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SLEEP. 

The body's toil is pa43sed away by thee, 

Yet all the wondrous fabric still moves on, 
As free from harm as though the mind were free. 

And it had all its mental prowess won. 
And how that mind in frolic visions shews, 

That sense and body are distinct from soul, 
And that when those in death's last clasp repose. 

This still will live beyond grim death's controul. 
But oh, how much it ought to strike the heart. 

That every night's a miracle of love ; 
That God, though sleep will come, doth not depart. 

And through all dangers He protects above. 
Each morning then, oh who would fail to kneel. 

And offer praise and glory up to hun ? 
Pronounce in prayer the gratitude they feel. 

And let their souls in heartfelt accents swim. 
The little birds — sweet songsters — ^in the mom. 

In merry warbling seem to offer praise : 
Can man, for whom all earthly things were bom. 

Fail then his note of thanksgiving to raise ? 
The heart that opens not its morning song 

By homage to its Maker, is deprav'd ; 
For how can he expect protection long. 

Where tribute to the great Creator's waiv'd ? 
Oh sleep, thou wert intended to remind 

Thoughtless mortality how frail its might. 
And that the proudest mortals that we find 

Are weak as weakest peasants, in the night. 

67 



TURNING THE THOUGHTS TO GOD. 



But more thou teachest, — if with thee God rules, 
Must He not too our waking minutes guide ? 

And are not then the great and rich, his tools I 
And where, oh where, on earth is room for pride ? 



TURNING THE THOUGHTS TO GOD. 



There's nothing that we see in art supreme, — 

Whether the stately dome, or sculptured stone. 
The pyramid, or painting, or the dream 

That genius pours out from the mind's high throne — 
But kindles in us the desire to know 

From whom the bright conception had its rise ; 
And how our thoughts upon the authors glow. 

Who thus by their stupendous works surprise I 
Yet we can tamely look on nature's charms. 

Their vast variety, their matchless power. 
Nature which ever with its wonders swarms. 

And scarcely let our feelings upwards tow'r. 
Oh thou celestial Builder, high to Thee 
Our souls and every thought should always be. 



68 



THE UNION OF THE USEFUL AND 
BEAUTIFUL IN NATUKE. 



Oh how surpassing good, of love how free, 

Is He, the great Artificer of earth, 
Who makes the beautiful and good agree 

To give alike their sweet sensations birth : 
There^s nothing useful that is not combined 

With other sources of increased delight. 
How many pleasures in one thing we find, 

To feed our senses, and our minds excite. 
In fact, were ornament the only aim 

In all things, it could not more loudly speak ; 
And yet all things utility proclaim. 

As if their Maker that alone did seek. 

In all God's works where'er we look, are found. 
That usefulness and beauty both abound. 



ODE. 

Ah why despair. 

Since like the air 
God's mercies everywhere abound. 

If pain be here, 

Joy'U there appear, 
And more of good than bad is found. 
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ODE. 

And of the bad, 

'Tis very sad 
How much of it is brought by man ; 

And how most might 

This grievance right, 
Though most presume God's laws to scan. 

If men will rage 

For, and engage 
On, earthly matters, nothing more ; 

Is it not just 

That mundane trust 
Should make them happiless and sore. 

For surely we 

Must plainly see 
The better part of us aspires, 

Looks up above. 

Where grace and love 
Abound, to cleanse our low desires. 

What matter theii. 

Though here we ken 
Nothing but disappointment's blast ; 

The meteor here 

Will soon appear 
In heaven, unendingly to last. 

It matters not 

What is our lot 
On earth, if we for heaven prepare. 



70 



ODE. 

If we sustain 

Our earthly pain, 
'Twill only make us happier there. 

Life's but a dream, 

A fitful gleam. 
But if well spent, 'twill end above. 

In certain bliss. 

We cannot miss 
A whole eternity of love. 

Whate'er our fate, 

How sad our state. 
Let us on, bravely looking high. 

Though we feel pain, 

Heaven is our gain. 
To live for ever, 'tis we die. 

'Tis a poor hope. 

Bounded in scope. 
To this vain world of fleeting mirth ; 

But Christ has shown 

That to his own. 
To plant well here's, immortal birth. 

Then oh my soul 

Thyself controul. 
And look above where Gk)d doth dwell ; 

Whate'er thy state. 

Not here thy fate. 
But heaven, if thou wilt not rebel. 



71 



ON A YOUNG CHILD. 



And having mind, 

That oft most kind, 
The trials sent us here to bear ; 

No Christian can 

Forget the man, 
And nourish that fell plant— despair. 



ON A YOUNG CHILD. 



Thou pretty prattler, presently shall guile 
Appear to sully all thy heartless smile : 

The world inviting. 

Thy joys be blighting, 
And all thy sunny brilliant prospects spoil. 
Thou now believest all appearing right, 
And novelty gives everything delight ; 

And dulcet home 

Forbids to roam. 
And weary sickening hope, for scenes more bright. 
But presently shall emulation glow, 
Which friends will kindle in thee for a foe. 

And twine it round 

Thy heart's best ground, 
And cause it envy's cankerings to know. 

72 



ON A YOUNG CHILD. 



And then ambition will be made to burst, 
And thou, in those who pass thee, wilt be curst. 

Friends plant the seed, 

Nor teach to heed 
That love, of all thy duties, is the first. 
And passion will with all its tempests roar. 
And leave thee all its poisons to deplore. 

Thou^lt put a gloss 

On every dross, 
And when thou ought'st to sink, thou'lt madly soar. 
And now confiding, thou wilt soon suspect, 
And in professing friends the foe detect. 

And should'st thou trust. 

Oh find thou must. 
How few are artless, open, and direct. 
And thou wilt be thyself, however fair. 
Full of the vices which deceive, ensnare ; 

And though thou know'st, 

Thou hast no boast. 
Wilt yet a paragon thyself declare. 
Yes, thus it is, and such alas is life. 
And whilst 'tis thus, earth must continue strife ; 

And joys like gleams. 

Or happy dreams 
Will start to vanish, leaving miseries rife. 
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But need this be ? — no, gospel light 
Opens on earth a progress bright, 

And if we read 

The Christian creed. 
And practise it, our road on earth's delight. 
Then^may, sweet child, this be thy^^'course, 
Thy comfort and thy true resource : 

Thou'lt then incline 

Not here to shine, 
But adopt piety with all thy force. 



UNKINDNESS. 



Oh do not be unkind, e'en when you blame, 

Do it so meekly as to banish pain ; 
Let censure, the kind wish to mend proclaim. 
And ever charity's pure face sustain : 
Are we not all related to one Head, 
And did not Christ his blood for each one shed? 
No heart by harshness ever yet was tum'd ; 

And rage and anger makes the wand'rer worse ; 
E'en wisdom, speaking roughly, will be spum'd ; 
And goodness, with bad temper, brings a curse. 
There's nothing of such influence as love. 
It lifts the heart from earthy to above. 
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UNKINDNESS. 



What right have e'en the best, to scold and rate ; 

E'en to the worst, our pity should be lent ; 
Who can say he'd been better, if his fate 
Had had the same temptations, — ^trials sent ? 

Ought we not rather when law strikes, to pause, 
And think how we shall meet God's final laws. 
'Tis in the mild and soothing summer, when 

No blasts intrude, the gentle flowers come forth ; 
In the cold winter nothing blossoms then. 
For nature knows of gentleness the worth. 

And shews to mortals if we'd have truth flower. 
It must be done by meek and gentle pow'r. 
How many roses would start forth, which now 

Are thorns and thistles to the moral scene. 
If we would only tenderness allow, 
And not let angry feelings intervene, 

In morals we should have a gay parterre. 
And flowers, would be peeping, everywhere. 
A fault rebuked mild, would be the shower. 

Which genial bringeth up the bloom of May ; 
An error gently met, would have the power. 
And all the richness of the sunny ray ; 

'Twould melt the winter of the human heart. 
And make all chilling influence depart. 
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RELIGION— NOT GLOOM. 
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EELIGION— NOT GLOOM. 



No, we need not from joys refrain, 
Eeligion was not meant for pain, 

It throws a charm round woe ; 
And he who makes the saddening face, 
To shew the vigor of his grace. 

Cannot e'en real gr'ace know. 

God's goodness meets us everywhere. 
And earth is made a gorgeous fair, 

For pleasure and delight. 
'Tis only man has usher'd in. 
By disobedience and by sin, 

Pain, misery, and fright. 

Who can unfold, howe'er he try. 
The countless beauties to the eye 

Which everywhere abound ? 
The sun, the moon, the stars, the earth. 
With all the beauties it gives birth, 

From out its teeming ground. 

And then the stores beneath its face. 
Which in the minerals we trace ; 

And then the mighty sea. 
With all the myriad living things. 
Which each in such abundance brings, 

All subject, man, to thee. 
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RELIGION— NOT GLOOM. 



Besides the quite exhaiistless train 
Of single things, our joys to gain ; 

The mind, that can combine 
And multiply, detach, invent, 
And feel the beautiful is sent 

To feed, exalt, refine. 

To these let's add the tender ties 
Domestic love with home supplies. 

The charities around ; 
The social joy, the jocund laugh, 
The gay retort, and jovial qua£F, 

If not in riot found. 

Were all these many bounties given, 
That we should to despair be driven, 

Or feed the face of grief? 
They all were meant to make us glad. 
And rather than invite to sad, 

Shew out in bold relief. 

Keligion, therefore, ne'er was meant 
To nourish pain and discontent ; 

But really its design 
Is to shew man, that should pain sting, 
In this state, where such pleasures spring, 

There is a state divine. 
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That amply compensates the pang, 
Which may on mortal being hang, 

However good the man. 
If good, he'll therefore cheerful be, 
Although he here may misery see, 

He'll take of heaven, the scan. 

Therefore the truly pious heart, 
How keen soever be its smart, 

Will still see cause for joy ; 
And nothing that on earth can come, 
Can take the soul from its true home. 

Or heavenly hope destroy. 

It has besides the earthly store, 

Of bliss of all kinds, something more 

On which it may depend. 
Taking, with gratitude, all here. 
It sees no cause for care or fear. 

For God is still its friend ; 

And well it knows that when this state, 
So changing, and of fleeting date. 

Shall vanish like a shade : 
That Friend has promised it a life. 
With endless bliss and rapture rife. 

And which will never fade. 
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RELIGION— NOT GLOOM. 



What then is woe, what then is grief? 
To him who has this high relief, 

Can anything be pain ? 
Religion cannot be opprest. 
Can never be by earth distrest. 

If it its hope sustain. 

'Twas never meant for sadness, no, 
Tis an extinguisher of woe. 

And makes our heart the seat 
Where every joy may, pure, repose. 
Where every grateful feeling grows, 

And transports gladly meet. 

'Tis a false plant, a sickly tree. 
From which despondency we see. 

Which feeds upon despair ; 
Which will not see that earth has joy, 
Which seeks all pleasure to destroy. 

And will no transports share. 

Religion teaches Gtoi is good, 

His goodness is the soul's first food ; 

And that religion's mad, 
That preaches we're to disregard. 
Earth's many sources of reward. 

And makes our feelings sad. 

79 



HUMILITY. 



Let's sing that hills and dales rejoice, 
And all earth's mirthful at the voice 

Of Him from whom all sprung ; 
And let the entire world around 
Be all employed, His praise to sound, 

Let His great deeds be sung. 



HUMILITY. 



Humility, we'll sing thy praise 
And all our highest transports raise 

On thee the Christian prop : 
For if religion tune its song, 
Unless thy aid to it belong, 

True grace will ever stop. 
For real religion must begin 
By learning there's no help for sin, 

Without support divine ; 
And if we're good, we are only so 
Because from God our feelings flow. 

Because His graces shine. 
And if He give the power at first. 
By the same poVr we must be nurst. 

Or else the best must fall; 
His grace prevents, and must sustain, 
Once let it go, and we remain 

The subjects of sin's call. 
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HUMILITY. 



The man who once presumes to boast, 
However he excel the most, 

Should most bewail his state : 
Once let him take his thoughts from God, 
Unstable is the ground he trod. 

And happiless his fate. 
But let us dwell on every case. 
And see whatever may take place. 

If man can thee disclaim I 
Is there in ought that he can gain, 
A single thing to make him vain, 

Or take from God, the fame? 
If he be wise — who gave the mind ? 
Who gave the pow'r his store to find. 

To make the search — ^the' will ? 
Who gave him health, his powers to use, 
Who taught him wisdom's path to choofe. 

Who keeps him in it still ? 
If he be what the world call great, 
(How few of such in future state 

May have such rank assigned;) 
Who put him in his high career. 
And keeps his title good and clear. 

Who does the lowlier bind ? 
If he be mightiest in war, 
God's angel speeds him in his car, 

Although by men not seen ; 
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HUMILITY. 



"Tis God that makes the stoutest fear, 
And rules the destiny which here 

To mortal might is ge'en. 
If he with riches should be blest, 
From G*)d comes all tKat is possest ; 

And often comes as trial : 
For let us work, and toil, and pain. 
With all our ardour, 'tis but vain 

If He should give denial. 
And oh what comfort is it, Lord, 
That Thou dost thus to all afford. 

Their destiny and place : 
What comfort to the meek and low. 
That in their misery they should know, 

'Tis Thou that rul'st the race. 
Then where is boasting, if from Him, 
Who rules above, the cherubim. 

Comes all we know and see ? 
And who would not with joy embrace. 
Thy smiling, sweet, and happy face. 

Heaven-bom humility ? 
But if from reason it seems right 
That man should glory in no light. 

Which in himself may shine, 
A Christian has a higher source. 
In which to mould his earthly course, 

A Model that's divine. 
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Christ came in lowly station here, 
That our offences he might clear, 

By his atoning blood : 
And in his spotless life He showed 
Humility the only road, 

On which salvation stood. 
And yet how many call on Him, 
Who through their life, their progress trim. 

By pomp, or power, or pride. 
How few with truly pious heart. 
Their blessed Saviour's grace impart. 

And all self-glory hide I 
What pains, what ills, what countless woes. 
The human heart despairing knows. 

From the too keen desire 
To make itself more great, more vain. 
More competent to breathe disdain, 

And eager to aspire. 
How much of human misery's made. 
By magnifying our own shade. 

Which flickers but a day : 
If every one would learn but this. 
To think self, little, is true bliss. 

Much sweeter were our way. 
Oh would men practise but this grace, • 
Would they the great Exemplar trace. 

All, all, would crowd to thee — 
And find in thee that happy rest^ ' 

Which only can make mortals blest. 

Thou sweet humility 
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ON EXCLUDING ALD. SALOMONS FROM PARLIAMENT. 

ON THE JUDGMENT GIVEN EXCLUDING 
ALD. SALOMONS FROM PAKLIAMENT. 



The Jadges one and all expressly held 

That Jews were never meant to be expell'd 

By oaths, which parliament have still made use o£^ 

To keep Jews oat, and shew the law's abuse of 

Clean-handed Justice, which is £ar too pure, 

To let a penalty not meant, enure. 

But two positions, does this tend to prove, 

Which well may make the Christian visage move ? 

First, that the parliament feels no regret, 

To catch by trap, those for whom 'twas not set ; 

And next, that Jews, though for its sweets not lothe, 

Will never win its sweetness by an oath. 

In fact that parliament expel by casuistry, 

And honest Jews will not intrude by Jesuistry. 

Oh Romanists, materialists, and ye, 

Who in rejecting every creed agree ; 

Ye who form half the House of Common's crew. 

How nobler far if you would act the Jew. 

How would the nation by such conduct gain. 

For few of all the house would then remain ; 

But having gulp'd the oath with true faith none. 

Let the door open now to Israel's son : 

If all who have no faith would vote for this. 

The Jew no longer would his just right miss. 
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BEAR AND FORBEAR. 



BEAR AND FORBEAR. 



Oh take from Christ a maxim rife 
With all the happiness of life, 

A cure for every care ; 
Apply it closely to the heart, 
Make it of every thought a part. 

Bear meekly and forbear. 
When cross expressions come to pain. 
Apply the rule, then will remain 

But shame to those who use them. 
And if attacked by wanton spite, 
'Twill set the most malignant right, 

And, as it ought, confuse them. 
If passion raise its maniac shrill, 
This rule will even passion still, 

And make the madman cease ; 
The fury which inflamed, t'will stay. 
And all its wrath be drawn away. 

The mad, t'will bring to peace. 
At home, abroad, in every state. 
Blessings around this maxim wait. 

Which spreads unending joy ; 
And he who heeds not its behest, 
Though with all other blisses blest, 

Must happiness destroy. 
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BEAR AND FORBEAR. 



In dear domestic scenes 'tis vain, 
E'en there to hope aught else but pain, 

Unless its power prevail ; 
The parents fond, or children sweet, 
Can never real comfort greet, 

If its blest balm should fail. 
The rising wrath, for wrath will come. 
E'en in the halcyon rest of home, 

And from the fondest heart, 
If, by opposing wrath 'tis met. 
Can only cruel pangs beget. 

And make e'en fondness smart. 
In word, in deed, in heart, in thought. 
Let nothing unkind e'er resort 

Into a Christian mind ; 
Or, as we are but flesh and blood. 
And cannot then be always good. 

This maxim we shall find 
A great restorer to what's right, 
A bland returner to delight, 

A certain purge for pain. 
And that mind will be ever sweet, 
In which this maxim comes to meet. 

Anger and all its train. 
Whate'er the wrong, whate'er the sore, 
This will the remedy restore, 

And take the sting jBrom care. 
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BEAR AND FORBEAR. 



You hardly can be pain'd by ill, 
If you will only learn the skill 

To bear and to forbear. 
Oh think what He the God-man bore, 
Who came our nature to restore, 

And liv'd a life of woe ; 
Poor and despis'd, rejected, mock'd. 
E'en by his own's desertion shocked. 

Did He resentment shew ? 
Oh no. He gave His precious life. 
To take from man the sting of strife. 

And smooth the path to love. 
In all His varied sufferings, meek. 
Denying self^ He lov'd to seek 

The softness of the dove. 
His words were all instinct with peace. 
And tend to make sad discord cease : 

Let all His spirit share. 
But nought can give more certain bliss, 
Amongst all that He said, than this — 

To bear and to forbear. 
Oh 'tis a charm which if possest. 
And acted on in every breast. 

Would quickly change this scene. 
Which now is nought but storm and rain, 
And finds each state a state of pain, 

To nothing but serene. 
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For all the troubles that we find, 
Do almost all proceed from mind, 

Uncurbed by Christian grace. 
And we should see earth^s atmosphere, 
A glow of sunshine always clear, 

Could we Christ's maxims trace. 
Then let us all at least take care. 
That we will bear, and will forbear, 

And check bad temper's burst ; 
For angry feeling is the root. 
From which grows all the bitter fruit, 
With which mankind is curst. 
Oh think no evil, do no wrong. 
Let rage and passion ne'er belong 

To those whom God forgives ; 
For if we see our brother's blot. 
Did He not die to cleanse our spot, 

Who now for ever lives ? 
Lives to requite the gentle, kind. 
The innocent forgiving mind. 

Who loves to help the weak ; 
Who thinks whate'er the world may deem. 
That magnanimity's a dream. 
Unless a man be meek. 



88 



KELIGION. 



Religion which believes, to prove it true, 
That cheerfahiess must he renounc'd, and gloom, 
And sadness, and despair, with their black hue 
Instead, the human frontpiece must consume, 
Is false, and was not destined e'er to bloom. 
Beligion in its essence, maketh glad ; 
And though from accident we must be sad, 
This is exception, and the glorious rule 
Is over spreading joy, and halcyon mirth. 
Teeming from all the opulence of earth, 
Speaking in all sweet nature's varied charms. 

Which with an always copious richness warms ; 

Who jBram'd this mighty universe designed 
That joy should be predommant in mind. 



ON THE SAME. 



Who says religion gladness should destroy ?- 
I say that rather it proclaims — enjoy ; 
'Twere base ingratitude with gifts so rare. 
To nourish in our hearts a sad despair. 
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THE NECESSITY OF ATTENDING TO LITTLE THINGS. 

No, let us echo, Nature's glorious voice. 

And with all living creatures bom, rejoice ; 

But let us ne'er forget, 'tis Grod that gives. 

And though earth's made man's joy, for heav'n he lives. 



THE NECESSITY OF ATTENDING TO LITTLE 

THINGS, AND HOW. 



'Tis little things that make sad life 
Worry, perplex, and foster strife. 

In almost every case. 
A little burst of tongue, restrain'd, 
A slight command of temper, gain'd. 

Would half life's miseries chase. 
What trifles rend the dearest ties. 
An idle word, the food supplies. 

To make fell hatred reign, 
Where formerly love, fill'd the heart, 
But yet is suffered to depart 

For e'en the slightest pain. 
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THE NECESSITY OF ATTENDING TO LITTLE THINGS. 

The children, brought up from the breast 
With the same parents, in one nest, 

Having one common view. 
Yet from the slightest cause diverge. 
Make peevishness and wrath a scourge. 

And differing roads pursue. 
What is the cure for all this ill, 
What can this warring discord still. 

What, erring passions, quell ? 
Politeness, with its specious tint. 
Can never be the glorious mint 

To make these ailments well. 
That tends to throw a glittering gloss 
Upon our vulgar nature's dross, 

But leaves the heart the same ; — 
It makes the metal appear bright. 
But leaves the moral weight as light, 

Aj3 when its advent came. 
It circulates a flashy coin. 
Too well adapted to purloin. 

Attract, and to deceive. 
It is the quiet, burglars, court. 
When to their business they resort — 

They're gentle, but to thieve. 
Good nature — ^will that give the cure ? 
Not that alone, it will endure 

The same, from good and ill ; 
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THE NECESSITY OF ATTENDING TO LITTLE THINGS. 

And is as like to yield the smile 
To those who only deal in guile, 

As those who never will. 
The only thing which ever can, 
Is that we study well the Man, 

Who God and man appeared, 
And suffered all the ills of life. 
Without complaint, reproach, or strife, 

That sinners might be cleared. 
Why did He come in nature, low. 
But that He might to all men shew 

No station was so poor ; 
But that it might in patience move, 
And that it might though pierced, love, 

In greatest grief endure ? 
If all, when anger points its sting, 
Would to their help this Model bring, 

Could they their brother hate? 
If they would reckon what He bore, 
If, all his agonies explore. 

They would, in patience wait. 
'Tis Christian meekness that must give. 
And only that, to all that live 

A spirit that will throw 
Eound petulance its surest guard — 
The querulous outbreak retard. 

And make kind feeling glow : 
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LIFE. 

But this must be in act, not word, 
I hate the piety that's heard, 

And shows itself in sound : 
The Bible's only known by men 
Who read, and put in practice then. 

What in it may be found. 



LIFE. 



Life's but a minute in its longest years. 

And yet our sole dependence oft 'tis made ; 
A shadow flitting by, that but appears 

To usher in, a state that cannot fade. 
But must continue after endless space. 

As fresh and stable as it first began ; — 
In this it is, we life's importance trace. 

And this it is, makes life most dear to man. 
Should then a moment needlessly be spent, 

Without our thoughts ascending up on high ? 
And can immortal spirits be content 

To live for earth, for less than heav'n to die ? 
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LIFE. 



What boots it, all the dignities we bear — 

And can wealth purchase, endless bliss above ? 
Oh if I mount to heaven, then welcome, care, 

And troubles, well may be, the work of love. 
The wise, can only estimate their bliss 

By title deeds, which give eternal claim ; 
Possessions, cannot cling, to state like this. 

And oh, how fugitive is mortal fame I 
But he who builds on heavenly ground hia hope. 

And fixes his chief good, on worlds not here. 
Presents to all his powers the noblest scope. 

And, though earth sink, will never nourish fear ; 
Superior to the pomp, the show, the pride. 

Which makes the worldly man, a constant pest, 
His thoughts rise upwards and will there reside. 

For come what may, he knows, in heav'n there's rest. 
And though detraction wound, and envy scowl. 

And fortune frowns and friends on earth may fail. 
Though every adverse wind should blow and howl 

God, to his glorious throne, will send the sail. 
Then let us put on Christ the God made Man 

To win us from our fallen wretched state 
Who not, alone, worked out redemption's plan, 

But showed us how on earth we ought to wait. 
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A FACT. 



A FACT. 



I SAW an aged man upon the beach, 

And his face bore the mark of anxious care, 

There seem'd a flittering of the look, as if 

Tears could have started, though they would not flow ; 

And with him were two young ones of the sex. 

That nature doomed to brave the storms of fate ; 

A boat propeird them to the vessel near. 

And presently I saw this ancient man, 

Again cast forth, alone upon the beach. 

The vessel sail'd in all its swelling pomp. 

Eyed by the ancient one^ as if he could 

Have grasp'd, in eager look, its whole contents ; 

And then, oh then, a plenteous show'r of tears 

Trickled along the furrows of his face ; 

It were enough to melt the hardest heart. 

Two sons he started for the golden land. 

Yet were there men, and Englishmen — ^foul shame — 

Who mock'd this old man's bitterness and tears, 

And with derisive cruelty who laugh'd ; 

Medusa, thou needs't not have looked at these. 

Nature had made them stone. 
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HOPE, FAITH, AND CHARITY. 



Hope, whilst it clings to earth is a deceiver. 
But is indeed a heav'n to a Believer ; 
Faith, whilst it merely settles on the mind 
And yields not action, will no comfort find ; 
But charity's not only blest on earth, 
It has in heaven a rich and nobler birth, 
Like the immortal soul it never dies. 
But leaves this world, more radiantly to rise. 
The thorough Christian grafts the three in one, 
And till all flourish, thinks no duty done, 
Hope points to heaven, and faith directs to Ood, 
Whilst charity directs how life be trod. 



HEAVEN'S ROAD. 




Our common danger is, that we regard. 
This life as all we ought to know and seek ; 

Looking not always to a blest reward. 

Promised and sure to all the good and meek, 
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MEN PURSUING GHOSTS. 



We travel dazzled by the present glare, 
And have our senses by its glitter lur'd ; 

And still court earthly pleasure, every where 
Look'd for, but never yet on earth secured. 

We catch, and what a mockery we embrace. 

The joy is gone, the moment we succeed. 
And then, some other shadowy hope we trace 

Which realized, but leaves us, still, in need. 
It must be ever so if life's abode, 
Is not entirely purposed, heaven's road. 



MEN PUKSUING GHOSTS. 



How inconsistent is the way of man. 

What folly in his utmost wisdom lies. 
From infancy to life's most distant span 

If* he lives earthly, he can ne'er be wise. 
Youth starts besotted with its new-bom pow'r, 

And reaches mid age in presumptuous pride, 
Maturity discovers, pleasure, sour ; 

And old age hardly, can in joy confide. 
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NO RELIANCE ON SELF. 



I 



Each when the children tell their tale of fear, 

And talk of ghosts, hobgoblins, and the like, 
Will shew, how wondrous silly, they appear, 
And on the chord of reason try to strike. 
Yet all make pleasure, fame, and wealth their boast. 
Not knowing that they clasp in each a ghost. 



NO RELIANCE ON SELF. 



Who does not feel within his breast 

Ten thousand passions rage. 
That every heart contains a nest 

Where numerous sins engage ? 
Who has not felt in spite of all 

The good, he would imbibe. 
That evil, still maintains, its thrall 

And has its rebel tribe ? 
The evil thought, unprompted, yet 

Will nevertheless intrude ; 
And when we most would goodness get, 

We stumble on sin's food. 
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The very best, are those, who feel 

How desp'rate is the heart. 
And that 'tis useless to conceal, 

We, cannot ward, sin's dart. 
But why, more wonderfid is this 

Than that God gives us birth, 
Or that we owe him, all the bliss 

That teems upon the earth ? 
Why if by nature we all live. 

Alone, from his great source 
Is it surprising, he can give 

Alone, our moral force ? 
This is to draw our souls from pride. 

From trusting to our power, 
To make us look to him for guide. 

For good; the only tower. 
For how can we, if we be strong. 

And mighty in conceit. 
To Jesus' precious flock belong 

And his salvation meet ? 
A Saviour must of need imply. 

That all who ask, are weak, 
K any, on their strength, rely. 

Why, other succour, seek I 
Our passions, then, are placed within. 

Humility to sow. 
And make us seek a cure for sin. 

Where we can safely go. 
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TIME. 

Cain trusted in himself, and then 

His offering was dross, 
But Abel's was received, when 

His faith embraced the cross. 
When evil passions, therefore, start, 

They shew us we depend. 
Not on an erring human heart, 

But Jesus our sure Friend. 



TIME. 



Time still runs on, and will for ever fly, 
Though triflers kill it, it will never die ; 
Merg'd in eternity it once will be. 
And time, though then no more, shall never flee : 
Eternity will grasp it in embrace. 
Time will be endless — endless as is space ; 
That which kills time, will make it ever live, 
And life extinguish'd, endless life will give, 
Who can his wonder at these thoughts controul ? 
To God, frail man, then elevate the soul, 
Cling not to body, that must go to dust ; 
But let thy spirit on its Maker trust. 
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A WORD OF ADVICE. 



Eye cannot see, ear hear, nor mind conceive, 
The joys reserved for those who here believe, 
And who believing, carry out the creed ; 
Though here be pain, hereafter, bliss indeed. 



KELIGIOUS BOASTING CONDEMNED. 



Where'er you find a man, religion, boast. 
Then, if youVe not before, distrust him most ; 
The truly pious, knows to God his debt 
Is too enormous, boasting to beget. 



A WORD OF ADVICE. 



Next to not giving, the best proof of sense 
Is not in any way to take offence ; 
These rules neglected, bring a curse to life, 
And make a home of peace, a den of strife. 

101 




> 



WHAT IS, AND WHAT IS NOT RELIGION. 



HUMILITY. 



Take care that when humility yon preach, 
Yonr actions always the same doctrine teach, 
Nor in a wordy affectation hide, 
The swelling heart, and stilted walk of pride. 



WHAT IS, AND IS NOT RELIGION. 



'Tis easy to put on religion's dress. 

And with a canting show of words, profess ; 

But 'tis alone with bitter pain and smart, 

And keen self- watching, that it reach the heart ; 

And if you want to know how strong the root. 

It can alone be judged of by the firuit : 

This you may also take to be a guide, 

It cannot flourish with one spark of pride. 
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WE See our good wokks, but forget our sins. 



And pride is often seen, when tboogbt of least, 
A Quaker shews it, and fall oft, the priest 
Not one, of heaven can ever be a «-ianer, 
Unless he know himself a grievons dnner. 



WE SEE OUB GOOD WORKS, BUT FORGET 
OUR SIXS. 



Good works are always dwelt on, and carest. 
And pot on tliat appearance which shows best, 
WhilBt all onr evO actions are forgot, 
And we exnlt as thongh we did them not ; 
Yet, Ghiistiaiis know, no merit they can claim, 
Thon^ non^t hat good works ever from them came ; 
How mnek more wise, to have our nns in view, 
Which to the ctobs a self-doom'd Savionr drew. 



A PRAYER FOR HEAVENLY GUIDE. 



Oh God, thou knoVst I would be true, 

Yet know'st how oft I stray, 
My sins are great, my good deeds few. 

Oh lead me in thy way. 
For if thou fail'st to be my guide. 

So surely must I fail, 
And either passion, pleasure, pride, 

Will then o'er me prevail. 
'Tis in thy strength alone that I 

Can hope to be secure ; 
And when to pray'r thou giv'st reply. 

Then only am I pure. 
Oh turn not then thine aid away. 

But guide my every thought ; 
'Tis only thus, I shall not stray, 

And thus to heaven, be brought. 
Vain to my own weak faith I fly. 

To my own strength in vain ; 
Thy Spirit can alone supply 

A cure to sin's sad pain. 
But give me. Lord, the earnest will 

To walk in all thy ways ; 
And when I stray not, let me still 

Ascribe it to thy praise. 
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What mercy, that Thou did'st provide 

A Sacrifice through which 
Our poverty is put aside, 

And, converts are made rich. 
Praise God for all his blessings then, 

But chiefly praise his name 
For this, his greatest gift to men, 

A Christ, who bore our shame. 



A PKAYER. 



God, let me love thy sacred way, 

Love it, that I may walk 
In all thy paths, and never stray. 

And Thou may'st be my talk. 
Infolded in my inmost heart 

Let all thy precepts be. 
And let me, Father, ne'er depart 

From what shall honor Thee. 
I feel the world will yet entice, 

I feel its pleasures win. 
Thy succour only will suffice. 

To keep my soul from sin. 
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A PRAYER. 



In vain I hail Thee as my trnst, 

Whilst yet for wealth I pray, 
And after pleasure, honor, Inst, 

Not yielding to thy way. 
For if Thou thought'st these good for me, 

Thou could'st them forthwith grant. 
And if I really trusted Thee 

Nought but Thou giv'st, I'd want : 
But using all my powers with zeal 

And well-directed aim. 
Whatever resulted, I should feel 

More than I ought to claim, 
Thou know'st what station I should fill, 

K pain, or pleasure, best ; 
On these resigned to thy will 

Oh let me always rest. 
If poverty I'm doom'd to know — 

The poor, are thy great care, 
If, with submissive will below 

They thy allotment bear. 
If riches — ^let me hold them, then, 

As trust accounts above. 
And if I make them good for men, 

They'll earn me heavenly love : 
But if I use them as my own, 

Not doing others good, 
They mil be a tremendous loan. 

And only Devil's food. 
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SABBATH. 



Whatever my lot, whatever my state, 

Still let me ne'er forget, 
'Tis thy great power that governs fate. 

Thy will commands me yet. 
And let me ever, ever bless 

Thy name, that thou hast given 
Our Saviour and his righteousness, 

To wend our way to heaven. 



SABBATH, 



The Sabbath comes — the sweet church bells — 

The day which lull, from labor, tells — 

Invites us to our God and King, 

In his abode to dwell, and sing ; 

To think of heaven, where there is joy 

That knows no end, has no alloy. 

Oh come ye heavy laden then, 
No longer be opprest by men ; 
Open your souls to Him above. 
The fountain of eternal love ; 
Press to His courts, who takes no heed 
Of worldly glory, go and plead. 
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SABBATH. 



Our God gives one day out of seven, 
To guide us to the joys of heaven, 
Oh let us not renounce his gift, 
But unto him our praises lift, 
To him with willing heart repair 
Who loves to answer pious prayer. 

• 

He asks not the beclouded face. 

Which leaves not hearty joy a place, 

Nor form, nor hypocritic mien. 

Let their false gloss be never seen ; 

In ready worship give him praise. 

In church, or fields, still, transports raise. 

In everything be God your search. 
The world one universal church ; 
If in his temple, zealous there. 
But worship Him, still, every where ; 
Though ever let his courts be trod. 
And never there neglect your God. 

And that you may be truly blest. 
Mind that your servants have their reiSt, 
Be only anxious for their soul. 
Beyond that, free from thy controul ; 
Besides thy cattle must be free. 
The beasts should to the Sabbath flee. 
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God gave it, as a glimpse on earth 
Of what in heaven shall have full birth- 
A freedom from all worldly care, 
In which the lowest soul may share ; 
Oh let its ble*ssings shine on all. 
Let all that's living hear its call. 

Blest day, and gift of God most good, 
May it be better understood, 
For sadness it was never meant, 
But for heart worship it was sent : 
Let all for praise to Church repair, 
But praise God joyful every where. 

Heart worship's not to temple bound. 
In walk, in field, in joy 'tis found ; 
But those the temple who neglect. 
Not often will their God respect ; 
Yet know, God's temple fills all space. 
The good will praise in every place. 

Oh praise Him for a Saviour sent 
To save us from just punishment. 
For all the wonders of his grace, 
His glories in all nature's face, 
Praise him for every earthly bliss. 
And let our lives e'er echo this. 
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MORNING. 
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MOKNING. 



Again appears the morning sun 

By its Creator's pow'r, 
Which from all time He's made to run, 

And shine its destined hour. 

My soul from sleep's dark prison breaks, 
And once more conscious feels ; 

And to its God when it awakes, 
With grateful heart appeals. 

Oh if there be a soul which fails 

To turn to God its thought, 
When morning's dawn o'er night prevails. 

May it to God be brought. 

Into the world another day, 

I'm plac'd again to roam. 
Let me, oh Lord, thy will obey. 

And think of heaven as home. 

Oh may I never. Lord, forget 

We're travellers on earth ; 
For earth's joys let me' never fret, 

Nor prize them, 'yond their worth. 

110 



Let me my duties first observe, 
And cleanse my heart from pride, 

From thankfulness let me not swerve. 
But in thy trust confide. 

Than earthly riches let me prize 
Thine heavenly riches more ; 

All vanity may I despise, 
And for thy honors soar. 

Let me for ever bear in view 
My Saviour's course whilst here, 

His humble, useful life pursue. 
And only know thy fear. 

Let me be honest, true and just. 

And never give offence. 
Upon thy Spirit's aid e'er trust. 

For our own strength's pretence. 

Oh let me never be unkind 

To high or low degree. 
May every human creature find 

A brother's love in me. 

And do not let this love be mute. 

Or live in mind alone ; 
But let it bring forth active fruit. 

That I may Thine be known. 
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Oh curb the passions of my heart, 
Which flesh and Satan urge ; 

And when I from thy laws depart, 
Let Christ's redemption purge. 

In vain we wrestle against sin, 
It comes in word or thought ; 

Nay, evil actions enter in, 
And good resolves are nought. 

Oh pardon still my erring deeds, 

I ask in Jesu's name ; 
To him who Jesu's merits pleads. 

Thou pardon wilt proclaim. 

And guard me from the guile of form, 

Let me not self, deceive ; 
Let feelings into actions warm. 

My life show I believe. 

The entire world, oh Father, make 

Obedient to thy call ; 
May it impenitence forsake, 

And at thy footstool fall. 

Bless Thou my family and friends. 
And make them cleave to Thee ; 

And when this day, thou givest, ends. 
May we be nearer Thee. 
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EVENING. 



EVENING. 



Oh Lord, I lay me down to rest, 
In sleep to close my eyes ; 

A sinner, burdened and opprest, 
Not knowing if he'll rise. 

Unnumbered dangers round me move, 
Plague, pestilence, and death ; 

And only by Thy gracious love. 
Can I maintain my breath. 

Oh Lord, thy sure protection give, 
'Tis only Thou canst save ; 

Tis Thy decree by which I live. 
Thou who my living gave. 

Oh grant that I may rest secure 

From every ill around ; 
Forgive what I have thought impure, 

And what Thou wrong hast found. 

Sleep is the shadow of the grave. 
Our soul's oblivious state ; 

What but Thy providence can save 
In impotence so great. 
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Oh let my heart and sonl unite 
In consecrating Thee ; 

I tmst alone upon Thy might, 
To Thy protection flee. 



Vonchsafe to all I love Thy aid, 
And keep them from all ill ; 

May we a family be made. 
That loves to do Thy will. 



And may we all in heaven be found. 
And may Thy truth extend, 

To all benighted people round, 
To them Thy gospel send. 



Oh let sweet charity be seen 
In every grade of life ; 

The quiet, gentle, humble mien, 
That enemy to strife. 



The love, oh Lord, which flows from Thee, 

Let human creatures know ; 
In whatsoever state they be. 

The lofty or the low. 
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EVENING. 



If Thou this night my soul should'st take, 

My Saviour's death I plead, 
'Tis that can only ransom make, 

For sins of thought and deed : 

For Him, oh God, my sins forgive. 

And let me by his pow'r 
With thee an endless rapture live. 

At the great judgment hour. 
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